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PROLOGUE. 


THE Time has been that Bards, in ripple League, 
Club'd Wit 7 furniſh out one Play's Intrigue; 


But whos the Product of their Pens was ſhewn, 

"Twas plain that All was new, and All their Own, 'S 
Unlike to theſe fair Candidates in Fame, | 
Our modern Authors ſhuffle in their Claim; 
Aſſume the Thoughts, the Language, and the Plot, 
Ev'n when All's ſtol n from Scenes long ſince forgot. 
For here and there, they Scraps and Remnants take, 
And form 4 Play as Houſewiyes Patch work make, 


Our Author, 10 the Criticks in les Spleen 
Should ſay, that he has robbd ſome ancient Scene, 
To top 4 Plot upon you, not his Own, | 
Produces now a Comedy mith None : 
Nor has he brourht one Fool upon the Stage, 
With awkard Airs your Laughter to engage. 
No Country-Booby, or affected Beau, 
Thoſe Monſters in Dramatick Raree-Show 
No, he int ends to pleaſe 2 different Way, 
To try the Force of Scenes genteely Gay: 
And boidly hopes, but, as in Chancery, 
Hopes—— with Submiſſion to this Courts Decree, 
That Nature, ſcrip'd of Farce and Ridicale, 
Is no Exception to the Comick Rule: 
Then force him not to bluſh, or yer begin 
A ſad Re pentance for this a Sin 
Tou, who have giv'n his Artful Husband Life, 
Cannot, in Manners, damn his Artful Wife. 


EP I- 


EPILOG U E. 


Till as the Heroine of the Tragick Scene, 
In Recompence of all her Rage, or Spleen, 


Ts, at the laſt, to cloſe her Glories up, 


e d by Dagger, or the poiſon'd Cup - 
So, when the Comick Poet ſhews away 


His favorite Damſel, ſpirituous and gay, f 


To mortify her in the ſhining Part, 


He, with a Husband, ſtabs her to the Heart. 


What ftrange revengeful Things theſe Writers are 
Spiteful as Criticks, and as ſeldom ſpare ! 


Who ever, when their Wit, or Plot miſcarry, 
© Becauſe they cannot kill, will make us marry.— 


Thank Heau'n, for this one Comfort of our Lives, 
We've ſome Revenge, in turn, by—— being Wives : 
And tho to Wedding we are oft conſtrain'dy 
That due Decorum may be well maintain'd, 

To drop ſame Airs and Freedoms in our Carriage, 
The Priviledges Maids muſt loſe in Marriage, 
Yet when the Husband comes to caunt his Gains, 
He feels 
To make the Change ſit eaſy, and rebate 
The Rigour of the Matrimonial State. 


Welb | 


th induſtrious Wife has tak'n ſome Pains, | 


Well, but ſuppoſe this happens, now and then, 
Muſt you, cenſorious, and ili- judging Men, 
Becauſe you ve heard ſome Women have done ſo, 
Interpret for the Sex-from One or Two ? 

When your own treach"rons Arts and Oaths prevail, 
Firſt to ſeduce, and then to make us frail ; 

We ſhould, but that I would not be ſevere, 
Wiſh you all Wives, like this ſtiff Madam here. 
That when your flatt ring Falſehood has bet ray d, 
The Innocence of a too cred lous Maid, 

Tou, like Sir Francis, to repair her Fame, 

May be oblig'd to Wed, and pocket up your Shame. 
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MEN. 


* 


Sir Francis Coy rtal. Mr. * bu Bull, 


Wom EW ion f 
Lady Abſent. Mrs. "A | 
Lady Harriet, Mrs. Thurmond. 
Mrs. Rub. AIS. Bullock. .....--- 
Mrs. Forward. Mrs. Spillar. ö 


Gentleman to Lord Abſent. 


Servaut to Lord Abſent. 


SCENE Lord Abſent's Houſe. 


1 


[Artful WIFE. 


© ©9 © EEE E369 & EI CW 


| A EC F. | J. 
8 CE N E Lord Abſent's Hoaſs. 
Lord Abſent diſcover'd at 4 Table undreſs d. 


= OW unneceſſiry is Thought! 
What Confnſion has it occaſion'd! 
What Animoſities has it rais'd in 
the World! The Philoſophers of 
Old, by that means, ſet up diffe- 
rent Seas, and, with miſtaken 
Zeal, oppos'd euch other: Why, it ſupports 
Ambition, Violence, Oppreſſion, Avarice, Jea- 
louſy, Contention, and all Ills: It is the Cauſe 

of modern Fends, confounds Religion, and 

makes Men mad. The Schoolman's Bawd, to 

E uſher into his labouring Brain Millions of Con- 
tradictions, and with ſophiſtick Art deſtroys his 

| Y | (ner, 


2 The Artful Wife. 
Quiet. — Who would Think? for, if Thought 


be abſent, the Mind's ſerene, and cannot be 


moleſted. *Tis a Curſe given to keep our Follies 
waking, only to teize and vex us. —— My Wife 


is virtuous, my Friends juſt, my Servants ho- 


neſt; I have a plentiful Eſtate to ſupport me 
and my Family, and wherewith to gratify each 
requeſting Appetite. What have I to do with 


Thought ? My Soul ſhall lodge at Eaſe with- 


in its Tenement : I'll not be my own Tor- 
mentor. 


Euter Servant. 


Serv. Sir Francis Courtal. 

Lord Abſ. Ay, you may put the Horſes to the 
Coach. | SE | 

Serv. Sir Francis Courtal's below. 

Lord Abſ. What ſays your Lady? 


Serv. Why, Sir Francs Courtal 1s come to wait 


ON you. 


© Lord Alſ. Odſo, I had forgot. But 'tis no 


Matter. 
Serv. (aſide.) Thus 'tis always. He never 

takes Notice of what is ſaid to him under a 

Quarter of an Hour, and is ever abſent from 


_ thoſe that ſpeak to him Sir Francis Courtal. 


* Lord Abſ. Ha, what doſt thou ſay? 

© Serv. Sir Francis Courtal.? 

Lord Abſ. Well. 

Serv. Is below. 

Lerd Abſ. Let him come up. [riſes from his 
| Chair. Exit Serv. 


Enter 


he 


MI 


The Artful Wife. 
Enter Sir Francis Courtal. 


Sir Fran. 1 am your Lordſhip's moſt humble 
Servant. What, not dreſs'd yet? Why, all the 
World's abroad, engag'd in Buſineſs or Pleaſure. 
The grand Politicians are laying Schemes over 
Bohee and Tobacco; Men of Dreſs and Faſhion 
ogling themſelves in the great Glaſs at the Cho 
colate- Houſes, *© parading in their gilt Chariots, 
© or bowing in the Drawing-Room ; * the Wits 
ſneering at and fatyrifing each other at Will's 
and Burton's ; Trade has got half it's Days Jour- 
ney almoſt, © and the Ladies throng to the China 
© Houſes, to chuſe Knick-knacks for their Clo- 
© ſets, full of Expectation to ſee the dear Crea- 
<© tures their ſtern Hnsbands, cruel Fathers, 
© watchful Mothers, and careful Guardians,won't 
permit 'em to meet at home;* the World's 
© buſy, and only you are idle in the midſt of 
Action. 

Lord Abſ. Why, ay. » | 

Sir Fran. May I never be ſmil'd upon by the 

Fair, if I didn't catch that ſtiff Prude, my Lady 


| Formal, at the Play laſt Night, diſtributing Fa- 
vovrs round the Houſe, and yet ſets up for a 


Platonic z my Lady Srraitlac'd ſimpering at a 
Friend; Madam Freebody laughing immoderately 


at all the double Entendres, while ſome put on 


a demure Face to ſhew the quickneſs of their Ap- 
prehenſion; two or three City Ladies gaping 
and ſtaring as if they would have devoured the 
Players; and the Side Boxes were handſomly ſet 
out with Hats and Feathers, lac'd Coats and 
Quality; each bo!dly aſſaulting with Darts of 
Aſſurance, the mark'd Fair he levy'd his Addreſſes 
at. B 2 Lord 
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4 The Artful Wife. 


Lord Abſ. I think you was in the right 3 I 


like your Judgment. 


Gaylove and, her two Daughters home, where 3 


Sir Fran. Aſter the Play, I waited on my Lady 


we pull'd the whole Town in pieces: The La- 


dies oblig'd me with the Character of their Sex, 


and I return'd the Favaur with thoſe of ours. 


. 


— c Sir Fran. 
the over-acted Freedom of Mrs. Hlippant, the 


„„ 


a -- 
* 


46 


eadwell, the Amble, the Trip, t 


Tord Abſ. You may do ſo an you will: It does 


not ſignify, but 


Sir Fran, Before Gad, my Lord, you would 
n't believe it, but it's moſt certainly true, there 


is not a Man or Woman of any Diſt inction can 
ſtand a critical Examination. 

© Lord Abſ. Very true. 

The Dreſs of my Lady F. g he ful, 


ſtern Look of Mrs. Dauntlove, the Simper of 
Mrs. Manbred, the caſt-down Look of my Lady 
the Toſs, the 


Twyre of others. They all have their parti- 


cular Affectations, and think 'em as much their 


own as the Cloaths they wear; and it one hap- 
pens to ſtep into another's manner of Behav- 
ing, they are as angry as if they had been rob- 
bed of their Jewels, and try em regularly at 
the Tea Tables for Indecency, want of Breed- 
ing and Ill-Manners, and condemn 'em as ig- 
norant Creatures, becauſe they are not Origi- 
nals themſelves. 

Tord Abſ. Very neceſſary Obſervations tr uly. 


HOW do you like that Titiarn, it's wrongly 


painted, and the Groope is fine. 


b 
4 of - 


Thea ! pull d the Men in pieces, 


Y SH EY aun. 


hard no Body, and ? had much ado. to let MF, 


apes ſo delighttul 1 iS Scangal, 
Lond 
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| The Artful Wife. 'L 8 
Tord Abſ. How exellent is that Battle! 


point ing. ] Each Figure ſeems to live and be in 
Action, and by the Pencil's Force, you behold 
War and Deſolation in all its various Shapes!“ 


Ha! But I hope yon had ſome regard for your 
Friends. 1 | 


Sir Fran. No faith, who can we better ſatyriſe 


than thoſe we are molt intimate with. 


© Lord Abl. That Flower-Piece—— What a 


J — 


“Bloom it bears. They only want the Smell to 


make 'em perfect. GE: 

Sir Fran. I began with my. Lord Supple, who 
hows. to every Body, ſmiles upon every Body, 
promiſes every Body, vet performs to no Body; 
whoſe Levee is made vp of his Petitioners, and 
when their Patience is tir d, walk off, to make 


room for a new Set, not daring to let fall one 
Word awry, for fear of Scandalum Magnatum. 


c -.:.-47 
Sir. Fran. Then l muſt own, the gay young 
Fellows of Birth and Fortune, are fo damn'd 


With what Infolence have I ſeen {ome of 'em 
were fit for nothing but a Country Gentleman 
to carry down to his Manſion Houſe, to look 
after his Farm and Family, be his head Ser- 
vant; for which Poſt, ſhe. brings a large For- 


off the Hereditary Debts of his Anceſtors. ? In 


bort, we ran through all the Inhabitants of the 
Mall, Hyde Park and Aſſemblees. : | 


Lord Abſ. There's a Wreck. [pointing ] How 
the Sea rowls! Was Lightning ever ſo expreſs d? 


Does it not create a Horror? It's real Motion. 
Ay, you ſhould let em know their Faults 
Irbar they might mend. Ha! Sir 


Vain, they ſuppoſe all the Ladies admire em. 


look on a Woman of Twenty Five, as if ſhe 


tune to repair his mortgag'd Eſtate, and pay 


6 The 


Artful Wife. 


Sir Fran. Pho, pox, I ſhould loſe the greateſt 


Pleafure in Life, if 
wiſe: The Ladies 
of, and we ſhould 
deceive. 


the World were virtuous and 


would have nothing to brag 


have no Body to corrupt or 


Lord Abſ. Ay,—— an excellent way of Rea- 


ſoning. 
Sir Fran. To pra 


iſe is only becoming a beg- 


ring Author, a poor Courtier, or an obſequious 
ver. It's never given, but lent, in hopes of 


nnn, 
Lord Abſ. True. 


Sir Fran. Her Ladyſhip's well this Morning, I 


hope? How does the Lady Harriet, your Siſter ? 
© Are they at home, or have they made a Tour 
© to Court? Well the moſt Diſcreet love to 
© ſhew themſelves when they are compleatly fi- 
© niſh'd, and well dreſs'd. What Gaiety, what 
Spirit, Beauty and Wit withont Affectation, 
is Lady Harriet poſſeſs'd of! All die for her, 


whilſt ſhe, unconcern'd, permits their Addreſſes, 
in every Shape. The whin- | 
her Jeſt, the Pert ſhe ban- 


and langhs at Love 
ing Lover becomes 
ters, the Gay ſhe's 
ſmiles at, but the 
There is a way to 


merry with, the Grave ſhe 
ignorant Fop ſhe deſpiſes. 
win all Women, but, gad, 


her weak Side is andiſcover“d yet; for, when 
you think you have got poſſeſſion of the Out- 
works, ſhe fprings a Mine, blows up the Lodg- 


ment, and- you are 
only flatter'd your 
tage. 

Lord ALF. You'l] 


left to begin again, having 


ſelf with a ſeeming Advan- l 


find it a difficult Task to 


make her ſenſible your Paſſion's fit to be enter- 
tain'd, and per ſwade her to a 1cturn. | 


f 


Sir Fran. 
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The Art ful Wife. 7 


Sir Fran. Your Lady is a Woman of Breeding; 


my Lady Harriet ſo compleat, their Example 
* would refine the moſt awkward : But Mrs. Rub, 
ner Ladyſhip's Niece, is incorrigibly conceited, 


and ſo poſſeſs d with a Puritanick Zeal and City 
Formality, in which ſhe was brought up, that ſhe 
logks upon it as a Point of Faith to perſevere, 


and would not go out of that deſpicable Path, 


to be Lady of the Bed- Chamber. The Women 


Hat this End of the Town are hideous to her, and 


the Men Devils incarnate: She believes there's 


no Manners, Virtne or Religion but within 


Temple. Bar. | 

Lord Abſ. Ay, now you put me in Mind, it is 
ſo. l'll marry her to ſome Citizen, and then 
ſhe'll be.at home again. _ 

Sir Fran. The ſooner the better; ſhe'll make 
an excellent Wife for a Banker, a Haberdaſher of 
Small-Wares, a Norwich Fackor, or a Wholeſale 
Cheeſemonger. 


Enter Lord Abſent's Gentleman. 


Gent. Will your Lordſhip pleaſe to dreſs? 
Lord Abſ. Where's my Shoes ? 
Gent. They are on, my Lord. 
Lord Abſ. Right. My Neckcloath, —— 
Gent. Tis about your Neck. 
Lord Abſ. Oh, well enough. Come, give me 
my Coat and Waſtcoat, [| going to pull off his 
7 > Night-Gown. 
Gent. They are ready in your Dreſſing Room. 
Lord Abſ. Very well. [ Exit Ld Abſ. and Gent. 
Sir Fran. One would think no Woman pro- 
vok'd with ſo ſtupid a Husband as my Lord, 
could refuſe a gentile Offer: How forceably does 
he 


8 The Artful Wife. 

he argue for his own Cockoldom. — Her La- 
dyſhip does not dillike me, I'm ſatisfy'd, by the 
Reception ſhe has given my Advances. 
Siſter $ beautiful, and I muſt have her, tho' I 
pawn my Liberty for her. There's the moſt dif- 
ficult Undertaking! Then I have promis'd Mar- 
riage to Mrs. Ruth, her Ladiſhip's Niece, for 
which ſhe paid down her Honour to bind the 
Bargain ; but thar's not worth thinking of. Well, 
I have more Bus'neſs upon my Hands than a 


Stateſman, Projector or Chymiſt.— Now, Venus 


aſſiſt me, and be propitions to me Crpid, thou 
darling Son of Beauty, and I'm thy Votary for 
ever. | [ going. 

| Enter Ruth. | 


Kut h. Sir Francis, if you are not in too much 
haſte, I ſhould take it as an Obligation it you'd 
beſtow a Minute or two on me. 

Sir Fran. Ay, Child, what would you have 
mm - "RR h | | 

Ruth. J am ſumething ſurpris'd at your preſent 
Neglect and careleſs Behaviour to me in private, 
tho” F own, in publick, Decency and Caution is 


neceſſary ; tor Levity of Carriage before ſinful 


Obſervers is not Diſcretion. 

Sir Fran. Right. To throw Duſt in the Eyes 
of Cenſure is proper, and thoſe of your Party 
do it moſt artfully. | 

Ruth. Wicked, fleering, amorous, ogling and 
vitious Freedoms are the Corruption of the Mind, 
which prepare it for all Evil. | 

Sir Fran | adviſe you to ſhun Pride and Va- 
nity, Equipage and Pleaſure: By no means don't 


cContradict your own [nclinations, but ſpeedily 


retire into the City. | 
Ruth. The 


The 18 


| 1 The Artful Wife. 9 
La- Zh. The City is a Heavenly Place. Ah, but 
the to leave you, Sir Francis, behind among the Un- 
The godly, Oh what will become of you! The City 
is the Throne of Juſtice, there Juſtice inhabits. 
dif. l ſhall wait impatiently till the Time ſhall 
come, when, Hand in Hand, it will be your Plea- 


for Ml fore to retire from the wide Plains of Voluptu- 
the J ouſneſs into the Encloſures of Uprightneſs, there 
ell, ¶ to conſummate the Reſolution we have taken. 

14 | 

us Enter Mrs. Forward, and liſtens. 

ou „„ f 

for Form. So, have I caught you at laſt ! I have had 


Ta © ſhrewd Suſpicion ſome Time, but now I ſhall 
know the Bottom of the Secret. Odſo, can 
rhat formal Face venture to put on a Smile, and 
look fo tenderly at a fine Gentleman Good 
again There's a Simper. Very fine O 
rare! Here muſt be ſomething very warm be- 
tween *em. | [aſide. 
Sir Fran. My Inclinations and yours are as far 
nt aſunder as the Poles, fo different, we ſhould make 
but an unhappy Conjunction. Faith, Mrs. Ruth, 
I think what has paſs'd between us, we ſhould 
al both endeavour to forget. I have, I do aſſure 
you; but ſhall always retain a complaiſant Re- 

es ſpect and fo forth, Child. LAſide. This In- 
ty terviem will bring Matters to a Criſis, and I'II 
take this Opportunity to undeceive her— Marry 

4 her! Ha, ha, poor Fool! Pox of her formal 
1, i fondneſs. ——5S death, a Man has more trouble to 
get rid of a Woman that has granted him the 

Favour, than to gain Twenty that have not. J 


t Forw. What's paſt ! So, here's fine Doings ! 
y | 1 - (Aſide. 
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10 - The Artful Wife, 


Nat h. 1 hope, Sir Francis, you are 4 juſt, an 


honeſt, and 2 good Man, and will keep your Pro- 


miſes made to me upon ſo ſolemn an Occaſion. 


Ay, upon my Reſignation, the giving up of my 
-the glving up of that a Woman of 
Steadfaſtneſs ſhould have preſerv'd till Grace had 


Honour— 


been jaid, and a Bleſſing crav'd for what we were 
about to receive. Take. Notice, I anſwer not for 
it; the Frailty lies at your Door, the Door of the 


Tempter, till we ſhall be made One, according 


to Cuſtom. Nay, there was a Pledge given and 
receiv'd to each other, and you won't fall from 
your Uprightneſs. _ + Dre] 5 
Sir Fran. Pho, Child, I tell you, you muſt think 
no more of it. | ; 
Kuth. Oh, I'muſt remember it, I ſhall remem- 
ber it, I have fet my Heart upon it. You are 
mine : Do not entangle or enſnare me in the Nets 


of Wickedneſs, and leave me to be a Scoff unto 


Scorners, who will deride me eyen unto Shame 
and Bitternels. LA 1 

Sir Fran. I'm a Man of Honour, and will hold 
my Tongue: The Devil's in it if you can't keep 
your own Connfel, Look'e, Madam, you ſhall 
marry ſome grave Citizen; come, come, you'll 
make a good Wite, as Wives go among them, for 
all this. l'll be yonr Friend, and viſit you now 
and then, it's the Faſhion z much gentiler and 
more agreeable, to ſupply the Defeats of a Hus- 
band yon don't love, with an humble Servant you 
do. Matrimony would make us hate one ano- 


ther, and pall the ſtrongeſt Paſſion. Women of | 
_ Senſe never marry the Man they like, but retain | 
him as a Gallant. — Oh the Delight of a ſtolen 
Hour or two in a Hackaey-Coach, Spring Gardens, 
or a lone Houſe in the midſt of a Garden, at mw 

| | 3 


| The Artful Wife. h 11 
an ſea, Fulham, or Renſington! How delicious the 
ro- Fruit will Taſte . While the good Man at 
on. home is thinking no harm, with his Head full of 
my freight, Bottom-Ree and Cuſtonmn. 

of Turw. I have enough, i'faith, my Lady ſhall 
ad know this. I'll interrupt em, [comes forward] 
ere My Lady waits for you, the Fea's ready. [ro Ruth. 


he Sir Fran. Mrs. Forward, à good Morning to 
S you. ; 11% CI Ou DFE 33015 
ing Forw. Your moſt humble Servant, Sir Fancis. 
nd Ruth, Tell her Ladyſhip, Vil wait upon her in- 


om ſtantly. LA, Forward reires.] Bleſs me, J 
\ hope ſhe has not overheard us. Oh, Sir Francis, 
ink this is a crying Sin to delude me thus. Have you 
no Conſcience ? _ er 454 2 
Sir Fran. Enough to ſerve my turn. 
Ruth. Does not Conſcience fly in your Face? 
Sir Fran. Faith, I keep my Countenance pretty 
well. 00 Fel | 
Ruth. What a Jewel is a clear Conſcience ! 
Sir Fran. The Lawyer's Sham- Plea. | 
Ruth. An upright Conſcience ! 
Sir Fran. The Stateſman's Jeſt. 
Ruth. A Quiet Conſcience ! i 
Sir Fran. The Tradeſman's Day-Book. 
Ruth. Oh, how can you abuſe Conſcience thus ? 
Oh, oh! 5 n 
nd Sir Fran. An agreeable Conſcience is like a ſoft, 
15- WW ſupple Glove, you may pull it off and on with- 
on cout cracking the Seams; and is conveniently fit- 
0— ted to ſerve our Inclinations, and ought to be o- 
of bedient upon all Occaſions. Weeds will get the 
in better of fine Flowers, if not rooted up, as your 
en Conſcience has got the better of your Under- 
7S9 ſtanding. | et 
el- Ruth. Thou perverteſt Conſcience. 
| C 2 Sr Fran, 
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lain for a Lover. 


12 The Artful Wife. 


Sir Fran. When did you ever know the wiſe or 


learned Part of the World uſe it but as a Pro- 


perty to gain their Ends. It's like Fire and Wa- 
ter, a bad Maſter, but a good Servant, and gains | 


that by Humility, that blunt Truth muſt go with- 


out, and ſue in vain for. Upon my Conſci- 
ence, ſays a Great Man, I'll provide for him, and 


let's him ſtarve without Pity : Upon my Conſci- 
_ ence, ſays ſome Body, twas no Simony, tho' the 


Living was well paid for : Upon my Conſcience, 
ſays the Mantua-maker, your Ladyſhip has every 
Scrap put in, tho' a Token fetch'd three Yards 
to Mrs. Pin-Tail's Coufuſion. Your Taylor, your 
Sempſtreſs, your Steward, -your Draper, your 
Perruque-maker ; every Body has a convenient 


_ Conſcience to ſerve their Turn. 


Form. Her Ladiſhip's impatient. 
Ruth. How troubleſome ſhe is. 
Sir Fran. * I'll wait on you, 
Ruth. © Impertinent Creature. She'll ſuſpect 
ſomething——1 muſt go in. You'll drink a Diſh 
of Tea with us, Sir Francis? 
Sir Fran. I'll attend yoy——and think my ſelf 
happily reliev d. [Exit ambo. 
Forw. So, I find he has robb'd me of my Bro- 


—_— and taken up Goods on my Whart clan- 


deſtinely : But I'll be even with him. It's a Por- 
tion to be a Lady's Woman in ſome Places, ay, 
and they govern the Houſe too, when once they 
come to be uſeful in the Family, and know who 
and who's together : But, i'faith, here they carry 
on their own Affairs, truly I believe, to ſave Mo- 
ney — But don't let 'em think I'll be content. 


with caſt Cloaths, ſtanding Wages, and the Chap- 
5 | * LEAF 


&TT 


Ie Artful Wife. 3 
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4 II. 
SCENE continues. 
Enter Lady Abſent. | 


OW delightful is the Matrimonial State, 
when two Minds have but one Deſire! What 
Harmony does it produce, inſpir d with Friend- 
ſhip, Love and Generoſity ! The meaneſt Condi- 
tion may thus be made moſt happy. Methinks 
there ſhould be but few bad Women, Virtue is ſo 
delightful. There can be no juſt Provocation 
why a Wife ſhould uſe a Husband il] : Pride and 
Folly cry for Revenge.——Perhaps he likes ano- 
ther, — negle&s her for his Bottle, or ſeme other 
worthleſs Toy.— But of whom will ſhe be re- 
veng'd ? Upon her ſelf Can his want of 
Honour be a Reaſon why ſhe ſhould facrifiſe her 
own? No. The Men by Cuſtom regain their Re- 
putation when they but ſeem to mend : Woman's 
once loſt is never to be found again, it dies for 
ever. Rags may boaſt of Virtue as a true Orna- 
ment, but Pollution turns all the Pomp of Life to 
abject Poverty. What can be more provoking 
than my Lord's Behaviour? It's an ill Habit, the 
Jaundice of the Mind, and muſt be cur'd ! How 
baſe is Sir Franciss Attempt upon my Perſon and 
his Friend's Honour ! ——My Lord ſees it not 
Were he not ſo careleſs and ſo abſent in his Tem- 
per, he's the only Man I could wiſh to have wed. 
Enter 


Lady 405 O my dear, how do you like t my 
Fancy ? I think it is an odd, uncommon Figure, 
and the Cloaths become me. ( ſhewing her Cloaths.) 


The Artful Wife, 


Enter Lord Abſent. 


Lord Abſ. Well enough. 


Lady Abſ. The Shades are pretty, and the Mix- 
ture of the Colours gentile; an agreeable Varie- 


ty which take the Eye. 
Lord Ab/. I think lo. 


Lady Abſ. Are you for the Play to Night ? 1 
have a mind to ſee it: The Court will be there. 
We Women can't reſt without ſhewing our new 
Cloaths; for when they are prais'd, we take it 
as a Complement paid to our Perſons and Under- 
ſtanding, 7 

Lord of. I believe I ſhall dine at home. 
Lady Abſ. 7708 my dear, mn odly you anſwer 


me. 


Lord Abſ. I can't tell. 
© Lady Abſ. This is unkind. 
od Abſ. Very well. 
Lady Abſ. You won't hear me. 
Lord Abſ. What do you fay * 


Lady Abſ. That this Uſage is were ow il Fra: 
Nature. 


Lord Abſ. Ha, Child. 
Lady Abſ. You are an Ont- of- the- way Creature. L 


151 Ab/. No, no, don't mind it. 
Lady Abſ. It's intollerable, how can I think you tenc 


have any regard for me. 
Lord Abſ. Pho, pho. 


Lady Abſ. I dare ſwear you never think of me. due 


Lord Abſ. Faith I do. 


Lady Abſ. 


The Ariful Wife. nd 
LY Abſ. It's impoſſible, when you thus neg- 
lect m 
ho Abſ. Prithee, Nan, don't be ſuch a Fool. 
tell you I do love you 
Lady Abſ. You, even now, are at Croſs- Pur- 
oſes, and don't know it. 
Lord Abſ. You are miſtaken. 
Lady Abſ. You have not fo much as made me 
1rie- MWone direct Anſwer. | 
Lord Abſ. You only fancy ſo. 


? 1 1 Enter Sir Francis. 


new Sir Fran. There's Lady Harriet and Mrs. Ruth 
e it Mengag'd in a warm Argument. St. Zames's and the 
der- MCity are the Foundation. No two Council at the 
Bar ever wrangled more to ſupport their contrary 
| Opinions. 
wer WW Lady Abſ. They are labouring to convert each 
other, but they are meer Bigots, and reſolv d be- 
forehand, never to be convinc'd. 
Lord 415 Shall we take a little Air, Sir Sand : 
it's a fine Morning ? 
Sir Fran. You would not leave the Ladies alone. 
7 Lady Abſ. You are very Complaiſant, Sir 
n 11] Francis. 
Sir Fran. Who can Fg otherwiſe, to ſo much 
Beauty and good Humour? 
ure. Lady Abſ. To praiſe a Wife beſare ſome Huſ: 
bands would give 'em occaſion to believe you in- 
you tended a further Freedom. 
e Fran. His Lord ſhip's a Man of another Tem- 
and your Merit ought not to go without it's 
me. wo 7 
Lady Abſ. J hope his Behaviour does not encou- 
rage your Freedom. 
Abf. Sir Fran. 


16 De Ariful Wife. 
Sir Fran. Good Manners can never offend. 
Lady Abſ. When it's withont Deſign. 
Sir Fran. Who can help Inclination ? | 
Lady Abſ. If corrupt, you ſhould correct it. 
Sir Fran. Reaſon is but the Forlorn Hope, when 
Paſſion has gain'd an Advantage. „„ 
Lady Abſ. But you ſhould rally your Reaſon, 
and not let it be over - powerd by the Torrent of 
Deſire. | | 
Sir Fran. Conqueſt is glorious, and Victory is 
what I have ſet my Heart upon. | 
| Lady Abſ. Havea care I don't lay an Ambuſ- 
cade for you. | 
Sir Fran. I ſhould be proud to fall into one of 
your contriving : You would not uſe me ill, you 
are too generous. | 
Lady Abſ. You may be deceiv'd. . 
Sir Fran. The Deceit muſt be delightful, when 
the Deceiver has ſo much power to charm. 
Lord Abſ. Prithee no more; it's all thrown a- 
way upon my Wife. 
Lady Abſ. I ſhall let your Friend, my Lord, 
know how much he's oblig'd to you. [goes ro 
| | Lord Abſent. 
Sir Fran. Not with that Smile. She underſtands 
me, and it does not diſpleaſe her. I ſhall ſoon be 
well with her. If I can but draw her into a little 
Contempt of him, my Bus'neſs is done. Caſide. 
Lord Abſ. As you will. Lto Lady Abſent. 
Lady Abſ. I never ſaw ſuch Negligence. Try, 
Sir Francis, what you can do. | 
Sir Fran. It will be all to no purpoſe, therefore 
I think, you ſhould turn the Tables upon him, 
and entertain me as your- obedient humble Ser- 
vant to chat with you, to go abroad with, be 


merry with, and ſo forth. 
. „ Lady Abf. 


len 


The Artfal Wife. | 17 

Lady Abſ. To begin with Trifles often draws 
thoſe into deep Play, who intended to Set nothing 
worth being uneaſy about. And you Sharpers ne- 
ver regard your beſt Friends in your Way of 
Bus'neſs. | 

Sir Fran. You have another Opinion of me: 

Lady Abſ. You ſeem very like one of thoſe fair 
fac'd, honeſt, well ſpoken Gentlemen. 

Lord Abſ. What, are you humming over the 
Tune, Sir Francis, by way of Practice, that you 
may be the more perfect when you come to per- 
form in earneſt ? 

Sir Fran. Only trying how the Notes will 
ſound. 5 LSings. 

Lord Abſ. Ay, you make my Wife the Kit to 
practiſe upon, though you don't deſign her for 
the Inſtrument to play upon in Conſort. Ha, 
is not that it ? | 

Lady Abſ. Was there ever ſo much Aſſurance ! 

Lord Abſ. Will you go Ha ? 
Sir Fran. Ay, preſently, when I have gone 
through the Leſſon. |, | 

Lord Abſ. Prithee come away, and leave off 
fooling. 1 
Lady Abſ. His Lordſhip expects you, don't you 
intend to go with him? 

Sir Fran. Not till J have perſwaded you to pity 
him you have made your Slave. 5 

Lady Abſ. Ves, and injure my ſelf, by giving 
away all at once, like a Prodigal, that ſhould ſup- 
port me ever after. 

Sir Fran. Would you not heal the Wound you 
have made? | 

Lady Abſ. With my Advice. | 
Sir Fran. Miſers freely part with that, becauſe 
it coſts *em nothing, 

Lady Abſ. 
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18 The Artful Wife. | 
Lady Abſ. That's ſometimes of more Value than 
their Money. 


Sir Fran. You may as well forbid the Fire to 
hurn, the Winds to blow, the Sea to rage, as 


Paſlion not to ſpeak. 22 


Lady Abſ. You diſpleaſe me now. 

© Sir Fran. Think not I would diſturb the 
ſmoothneſs of that ſweet Calm that dwells upon 
your Brow, but watch your Smiles, and gather 
greedily the Bliſs that hangs, like Dew, on eve- 
ry Feature, to quench my Flame. 

Lady Av/. Fifteen and Five and Twenty are 
© not to be attempted the ſame Way.* Young Girls 
are taken with gingling Words, gaudy Sentences, 


tft Speeches, tender Airs, and other Toys, but 


riper Years know all your Arts and Counterfeits. 
Ae that truly loves, feats to offend, and ſi- 
lently bemoans his Fate, till kind Chance betrays 
his Paſſion, which he endeavours ſtill to hide. 

Sir Fran. You cannot be ſo cruel to doubt 

Lady Abſ. Nor you ſo void of Reaſon to think 
you can perſwade. 

Ser Fran. I mult hope. 

Lady Abj. In vain. 


Sir Fran. You only ſay ſo; but 1 ſhall perſe- 
vere | 


Lady Abſ. Not to Martyrdom, 
Sir Fran. You would not have me hang or 
drown my ſelf? | 
Lech 43ſ. There's not much Danger of either. 


Put if you ſhouid, that would be a convincing 


Proof, I muſt own. Then, perhaps, I might 
pity you, 5 

Sir Fr.. Is that all the Generoſity you are 
ziſtreſs of? . 


Laay .Abſ. 
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The Artful Mife. T9 
Lady Abſ. Yes; and enough too. Who would 
willingly be deceiv'd ? ; | 
Sir Fran, Suſpicion, where there 1s no Ground, 
is a vain Chimera. | 
Lady Abſ. It's a certain Guard. 

Sir Fran. What ſignifies keeping Centry when 
no Enemy's near ? | | | | 
Lady Abſ. A falſe Friend is more dangerous. 

Sir Fran. A Lover and a Friend are double Ties. 
Lady Abſ. When the Lover's cur'd, the other 
cools o'Courſe. | | : 
Sir Fran. You muſt have but a mean Opinion of 
Mankind. | 5 — N 
Lady Abſ. Why, really, I think, they deſerve it. 
Sir Frau. What, all? | | 
Lady Abſ. All- 
Sir Fran. I wiſh you'd except me. | 
Lady Abſ. By no means, that would be partial, 
— give you an opportunity to laugh at my Cre- 
ulity. ä 
— When J prove falſe ———— 
Lady Abſ. What then ? 
Sir Fran, W 
Lady Abſ. 1 ſhall look like a Fool. 
Sir Fran. Never. 7 
Sag Abſ. No, no, not before you have ob- 
tain' 8 | 
Sir Fran Nor after. 
Lady Abſ. Was you never cloy'd ? 
Sir Fran. Not with your Favours, 
| Lady Abſ. Nor never ſhall. [afide.] Nor no 
Body's elſe ? | | 
Sir Fran. All former Inclinations are vanquiſh'd ; 
they fled when you took poſſeſſion: And now you 
Tyranniſe, | 


Lady Abſ. 


D 2 


20 The Artful Wife, 


Lady Abſ. Have you not ſaid all this, and more 
to Lady Harriet, my Lord's Siſter, and does not 
| the Tyranniſe in her Turn over your vanquiſh'd 
Inclinations ? | „ 

Sir Fran, Tis cruel to make a Crime of that, 
which is only a pretence to prevent Suſpicion, 
and turn the Eyes of the too Curious from ob- 
ſerving my Paſſion for you, which I would conceal 
from all the World but your dear ſelf. | 

Lady Abſ. Subtle Devil! [ afide.] The Trea- 
chery may be meant rather to me than her; for 
ſhe is beautiful, young, gay, and in her Bloom of 
Virgin Charms; and has more power to tempt 
than I can boaſt of. | | 

Sir Fran. Your very Glaſs will contradict all 
you can urge. 5 
Lady Abſ. And flatter me like you. 


Enter Lady Harriet. 


Har. Well, I have been ſo teiz'd with Mrs. 
Rut h. Had I ever known what the Vapours 
or Spleen are, ſhe'd have overwhelm'd me with 
**m. May I dye, if ſhe has not been praiſing the 
clear Air of Moo fields, the pleaſant Walks of 
Hog ſdon, the retir'd Situation of Iſlington, and the 
polite Inhabitants of Hackney, Clapton and Humer- 
ton; and that the gentile Part of the World live 
in Coleman Street, Billeter Square, Mark Lane, Min- 
cing Lane, Crouched Fryars, Tower Hill and Thames 
Street, Then their Manners, Dreſs and Equipage 
are much ſuperiour to what ſhe ſees here. 
So decent, ſo regular, ſo wiſe and diſcreet in their 
Converſation and Behaviour. — She can't endure 
the Thoughts of the Mall, Hyde-Park, St. James's, 
the Bath, Tunbridge and Epſom. Well, ſhe's a 


provoking 


provoking Piece of ſtiff Formality, Ignorance and 
Impertinence. I can't bear her; hideous 
Creature! 

Lady Abſ. Prepoſſeſſion in Education is as ſtrong 
as that in Religion, and as ſeldom departed from. 
Cuſtom blinds our Reaſon, and encourages Ob- 
ſtinacy. Cn 

Sir Fran. Nothing can ſubſiſt ont of its Ele- 
ment. How does a compleat Beau appear at the 
Change, a Broker at an Aſſembly, an Alderman in 
the Preſence Chamber, a Courtier at a City Ball, 
a Coquet of Quality at a Publick Dancing at 
Guild Hall, a Merchant's Wife on a Birth Night 
at St. Fames's, an Orange Woman at a Conven= 
ticle, and a Puritan at a Play-Houſe? They are 
black Swans, and every Body ſtares at em: But 
Beauty's ador'd every where; you raiſe Admira- 
tion in all Places when you appear. - _ 

Lady Abſ. You forget your ſelf, Sir Francis. 

Sir Fran. Pardon me, Madam, 
the Reaſon. 

Har. This Way of addreſſing is —_ as your 
Eyes are bright as twinkling Stars, your ruby Lips 
and ſnowy Breaſts, —| beg, when you addreſs me, 
let it be in a nouvelle Manner. —— I can't tell 
how, but methinks you Men of Wit ſhould en- 
deavour to be full of Variety, and let the Inſpi- 
ration you ſo much brag of, be found in every 
Sentence, Geſture, Look and Air. I have had a 
hunder'd Lovers begin with an obſequious Bow, 
ſo on to Adoration, your amazing Charms, and 
end with Pangs, Tortures, Sighs, and killing 
Darts; and this they call making Love. 
would not keep a Waiting Woman that had not 
a better Taſte than to ſuffer ſuch Nonſenſe. — 
Fie, fie, Sir Francis, a Man of Quality ſhould be 

aſham'd 


The Artful Wife. *. 
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believe the whole Sex doats on him, and thinks 


be pleas'd. 


= The Artfal Wife. | 
aſham'd of what's ſaid over Cakes and Ale evye- ; 


ry Eaſter and Whirſontide, by the Vulgar to their 
Cloe's. | 

Sir Fran. How does your Ladyſhip like the pert- 
neſs of the French? | 

Har. Impudent. | 

Sir Fran. The Spaniſh Manner ? 

Har. Inſolently proud. 

Sir Fran. The Italian? 

Har. Deceitful. 
Sir Fran. The Dutch ? 

Har. Meer Swine. 

Sin Fran. But a Dorimant muſt win you? 

Har. A Villain. 

Sir Fran. Sir Courtly ? 

Har. A Fool. 1 

Sir Fran. Lord Morelove? 

Har. An Aſs, that can't ſpeak for himſelf 
Sir Fran. Sir Harry Wildair ? | 

Har. Too full of himſelf to be any Body's elſe. 

Sir Fran. Lord Foppington ? 

Har. A Coxcomb, that has Vanity enough to 


he has a Seraglio, and that he can command as 
many Women as the Grand Signior. 
Sir Fran. A Plain-Dealer ? 
Har. A Brute, 
Sir Fran. Then a Horner's the Man? 
Har. Out upon the naſty Fellow. 7 
Sir Fran. At this rate your Ladiſhip 1s not to 


Har. I ama little Curious. 7 
Lady Abſ. She has but an indifferent Opinion 
of what you call Love. ; 2 
Sir Fran. 'Gadſo ! Now I have hit upon it. What 
think you of a Thouſand a Year Joyuture ? 
| Lady Ab}. 


— 


The Artful Wife. 23 

Lady Abſ. Oh! that has ſome Charms. 
Har. But not enough, without the Man's very 
agreeable, and will ſettle himſelf on me for Life, 
and ſuffer no Encroachments to be made on his 


at the Altar, as ſtrictly as that he's bound under 
Hand and Seal to perform by Law. 
Sir Fran. You mult run the hazard of that. 
Har. You'l permit me to make uſe of my Judg- 
ment when I chuſe. | 
Sir Fran. That may betray you. 
Har. According to the Sentiments you have of 
your ſelf. 
Sir Fran. Oh, that's doubting your own Power. 
Har. No, it's miſtruſting your Faith. 
Lady Abſ. And that I dare ſwear is very rotten 
and decay'd. | | 
Sir Fran. Your Ladiſhip's too Cenſorious. 
Lady Abſ. Who can help believing a receiv'd 
-lſe. Opinion? Pray, did you never make Love to a 
marry'd Woman? Certainly, that muſt be a dif- 
h to Fferent ſort of Courtſhip, full of Art and dark 
inks Deſigns. | 
d as Sir Fran. For Heaven's ſake, you don't deſign 
to expoſe me! 
Lady Abſ. No, no, only put the Queſtion to 
my Lady Harriet, and take her Opinion by way 
{ ſtating the Caſe. A folicites 5; Ouere, Is it 
onourable in A, and ſo on. = 
t to Har. How! It's ſomething ſo indecent, I pro- 
teſt, it never enter'd into my Thoughts. 
; Lady Abſ. Nay, it would ſurpriſe me. 
mon 8 Har. I can't think fo ill of Sir Francis neither 
But the Wretch that can be guilty of that, 
V hat muſt think the Perſan he attacks to be an errant 
Fool, or ſomething ſo groſs it's not fit to be nam'd. 
Ab}. | Lady Abſe 


Perſon, but generouſly keeps the Covenant made 
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to beſtow upon him. 


24 The Artful Wife. 
Lady Abſ. He can want no Aſſurance. 
think you, Sir Francis? 
Sir Fran. Foregad, I, I, I 
Har. A Criminal might as well requeſt a Judge 


What 


to ſuffer for him, when he has condemn'd him, 


as an impudent Fellow to ask a Wife to give up 
her Hononr. ey | | 

Lady Abſ. None ſure would dare to attempt it, 
without great Encouragement. 

hat's certain. _ | 

Lady Abſ. By too much freedom in Words or 
indecent Behaviour. DE 

Har. The Man muſt be as impudent as the 
Devil. 

Lady Abſ. I wonder how ſuch vile Things get 
into their Heads, 

Har. They are pretty Creatures truly, and take 
an accidental Smile, or a little Gaity, for Arti- 
cles of Surrender. | 

Lady Abſ. And have the Vanity to think a 
Woman's prepar'd to lay down her Arms and re- 


ceive the Conqueror, becauſe ſhe has ſuffer'd an 


innocent Parley. | = 
Har. Nay, and if ſhe does not gratify his Ex- 


pectations, he ſacrifiſes her Honour, by way of 


Revenge, and confidently ſwears he has obtain'd 
thoſe Favours her Modeſty would not permit her 

Sir Fran. Why, Ladies, this is not fair. Per- 
mit me to make my Defence. You charge ſo fu- 
riouſly, there's no keeping my Ground. 


Lady Abſ. You had as good plead Guilty for 


your ſelf in particular. ; : 
Har. That won't be ſufficient : Such Crimes 
are too heinous to receive Grace or Pardon. 


Sir Fran, 


That 


TYAN, 
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Sir Fran. This is down-right Perſecufion, which 

obliges me to fly your Power, till the Storm's 

over. Ladies, your Servant. [ Exit. 
Lady Abſ. and Har. Sir Francs, Sir Francis. 

Lady Abſ. Let's purſue him now we are ſo near 


running him down. 
Har: With all my Heart ; but he'll be like the 


Fox, good for nothing when we have caught him. 
[ Exeunt. 
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1 

SCENE 

Enter Lady Abſent and Forward. 


continues. 


For w. 


ſhip, his Confidence made my very Hair ſtand an 
End, and I wonder how he could dare to offer 


ſuch an Affront. 


ſav d, he made a meer Jeſt of her. I pity the 


poor eaſy Gentlewoman; but your Ladiſhip knows, 


what's done can't be undone. 
Lady Abſ. Do you take no further Notice of 
Wy” leave the Reſentment to me, 
Forw. Adſo, why your Ladiſhip cannot reſent 


| the Injury too mach. 


Lady Abſ. I know what's proper. 


it up. 
Say Ab. T hat” s not your Concern. 
E © w. Not 


N pleaſe your Ladithip, it geen 
me; and as I was telling your Ladi- 


I proteſt, and as I hope to be 


Forw. I hope, Madam, you won't tamely put 
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Form. Not mine! *Tis every Body's. 
injur'd Gentlewoman ! 

Lady Avſ. Don t be impertinent. 
when to take Notice of it. 


Forw. I can't forbear ſpeaking my Mind. Your 
Ladifhip bears it too tamely. 


Poor 


Lady Abſ. How dare you pretend to judge | 


what's ſatin to be done? 

Form. Nay, I beg your Ladiſhip's Pardon, 'twas 
my reſpect to the Family——or they might have 
—Y truly might they—— till Doomſday for 


It's no Concern of mine! FE wiſh it was; 


* make him pay ſeverely for't. Ay marry would 
I But I thought ic my Duty to inform your 
Ladiſhip - You may do what you will. 

Lady Abſ. Be gone, I tell you; no more, and 
hold your Tongue. Exit Lady. 

Forw. Is this all I'm like to have for my Pains 
gad, I know ſomething more than her La- 
diſhip thinks I do. But no matter, there may be 


a Time to acquaint his Lordſhip of her Freedoms 


with ſome Body, and, good Madam, the Preſents 
ſome Body has made you. Am I fo inconſidera- 
ble as to be . d 


know.— 


| LExit. 
Hater Hrs. Ruth 1 Sir Francis. 
Sir Fran. Out upon it, you can't be ſo very 


ſilly, and bred in the City. 
enough they never keep their Words, and that's 


the enly gentile Quality they have, but are guid- 


ed by Intereſt: Profit's their Idol, and Credit a 
ſtaulking Horſe, which they ſell or barter when 
they can get by it. 
for Profit, give —_— * pay em for 

Profit; 5 


L know beſt | 


But I'd have her. to 


You know: well 


They ſet up, and then break. 


tic 
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x Profit ; diſſemble, cant, ſeem religions, deceive, 
and all for Profit's ſake. | 
Ruth. O fie, Sir Francis, I did not believe you 


yon made me commit? 
Sir Fran. | have made a Woman of you, Child. 
Rut h. A miſerable one. 
Sir Fran. It will be your on Fault then. 
Ruth. You have gone too far for my Reputa- 
tion, 
Sir Fran. It's in your Power to ſet all right. 
Ruth. No, no, it's in yours. 
Sir Fran. That any Man for a Hushand will do, 
Ruth. You have robb'd me of my Purity. 
Sir Fran, But then 1 have 2 you Know led ge 
in lieu of it. 
Y- Ruth. That Knowledge is wicked Know ledge, 
18 and what availeth the Knowledge of Wickednels ? 


a- Sir Fran. Can't you, like the reſt of the Saints, 

Je wipe your Mouth, and look as Innocent as if 

ns 4 you had not taſted the forbidden Fruit ? 

ts * Ruth. The Stinger emaineth In my Conſcience, 

a- t and the Wound is deep. * 

to Sir Fran. Let me adviſe you. 

it. Rut h. As much as you pleaſe ; I am ready to 
iI take any Advice from you, ſo it be but wholeſome 

Advice: 


| Sir Fran. Why, marry the old rich Scrivener 
TY | that folicites your Uncle for you. 
ell Ruth. Fie upon you, he's not a Man for me. 
ts Sir Fran, He'll keep you a Coach, and ſuffer you 
d- to do what yon will. 
4 Rath. What fignifies a Coach, and all the ſuper- 
en Ffinities of Life, if one has not Him the Heart 
AK earneth after. 


1 | K& 3 Sir Fran. 


could have been fo wicked. What a Sin have 
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Sir Fran. Why then take the Wholeſale Gro- 
cer, the Country Gentleman; you have enough 
to chuſe out of. | | 

Ruth. IJ can't bear the Thoughts of em 
barbarous,— why did you not tell me this he- 
forehand ?_ 2 | a 
Sir Fran. Faith, I did not think of it. Vou 
mult not cry, tis Childiſh, 


Enter Lady Abſent and Harriet. 


Lady Abſ. Her Tears confirm what my Woman 
told me. What's the Matter, Niece ? 
Har. Have you been teizing her, Sir Francis? 
Sir Fran. She has only loſt her Lap-Dog. 
Lady Abſ. Her Lap-Dog indeed. (aſide.) So you 
have been comforting her. A very charitable 
Office truly. | 5 


Enter Forward. 


Form. Mr. Lovell defires leave to pay his ke 
ſpects to Lady Harriet. 


Har. Ay, let him come in; he's like a Brocade 
Suit, not to be wore ont: Well, an obſtinate 
Lover, and a Court Solicitor, are troubleſome 
Things; they'll take no Denial. | 

Lady Abſ. He's au agreeable Gentleman; for 
as you, Sir Francis, rail at and expoſe every Body's 
Faults, he praiſes their Virtues, and never ſpeaks 


11] of any Body. 3 


Sir Fran. That's a ſort of Bribery, to gain a 


general Eſteem, or a miſtruſt of his own want of 


Wit, and therefore won't veiitire to provoke 
another's, for fear of being ſeverely handled. 


Har, 1 


WA 


tl 


=> 
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Har. I wiſh we could perſwade you to exerciſe 
your Talent upon your own Vices. ; 
Lady Abſ. He's too fond of 'em to expoſe 'em. 
Sir Fran. Ladies, I hope you think *em ſo few, 
they are not worth taking Notice of. 
Lady Abſ. You deſerve as ſevere a Cenſure as 
moft People, or Pm miſtaken. | 
Sir Fran. Your Ladiſhip has too ill an Opinion 
of me. | 
Lady Abſ. Is it worſe than you deſerve? 
Sir Fran. You wrong me. | 
Har. I can hardly believe that; for moſt Men 


are the ſame, and plead the general Iſſue for an 


Excuſe- The Faſhion. | 
Lady Abſ. Then you take Faſhion to be like 


© Cuſtom at Common Law, the one gives a San- 


© Aion, becauſe every Body approves and wears 
< it; and the other, tho! it be ever ſo ridiculous, 
Time out of Mind, ſupports and makes it juſt. ? 


Enter Mr. Lovell. 


Lov. Ladies, your Servant. 
Sir Fran. Mr. Lovell, your moſt obedient hum- 


ble Servant. | 
Lov. Sir Francis, 1 am yours. [LTꝰ Lady Har. J 


You ſee your attracting Power, how with Humi- 


lity I thus approach the Shrine of Beauty, even 


Gravity and Age are cheer'd when you ſhine forth, 


and all with Adoration bow, and own the Power 


they feel to be divine. | 
Har. So, ſo, very fine; you Gentlemen are 


like the Lawyers, and addreſs, as they plead, by 
Precedent, and keep a Common-Place Book, which 


you get by Heart; and are at a full Stop when 
you have run through it. Raptures, Bliſs, Poetick 
| Rage, 
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Rage, fierce Deſires, Charms, and Angels; the Sir 
God of Love, the Sea-born Goddeſs, the Graces Hu 
Nymphs and Shepherds, Fables that Children 
learn at School, and are Iike old Stories told in a 
Chimney Corner, not worth remembering. 

Lady Abſ. You muſt, I am ſure, put a Con-ſhyi 
ſtraint upon your ſelf, when you ſeem thus In- 
different. Sir Francis is a fine Gentleman, and has Thin: 
let you know what a wonderful Eſteem he has for Thure 
you ; and Ithink Mr. Lovell has given a ſuffici- Her) 
ent Proof of his Paſſion, by a continual Applica-Hrolic 
tion. Tis but ſaying which you like beſt, the Sir 
Ceremony will be ſoon over; then we'll dance till 
Midnight, to Bed, throw the Stocking, be merry 
over the Sack-Poſlet, draw the Curtain, and fo, 
good Night. | 

Har. Hold, hold, you are too haſty ; it re- 
quires a little more Confideration than to jump 
into an unknown State ſo ſuddenly. 

Ruth. Her Ladiſhip may be too free in her 
Offers, before ſhe's thoroughly ſatisfied all Parties 
are conſenting. | Fe 

Har. Pray which of em is it you are afraid of Pig, 


loſing ? = I mee 
Rut h. I ſhould have but a very mean Opinion Plank 
of my ſelf to be frighted upon your Account. | that 
Har. Some People have a great deal of Vanity. To 
Ruth. What do you think of your ſelf 9? tha! 
Har. So well, that it is not in your Power to || nati 
give me any Uneaſineſs with that Air. | I him 
Ruth. You may be miſtaken in this Air. I nev. 
Lady Abſ. You are too Pert with Lady Harriet. | wor 
Ruth. Why is ſhe ſo free with me, then? a ba 


Lov. You can't be ſo Hard-hearted as not to 
have tender Sentiments for ſome Body. US 


Har. Pray what are they ? 


| Sir Fran. 
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thell Sir Fran. Do you never intend to marry ? 

ces Har. Why——— that's an enſnaring Queſtion: - 
Lev. You. muſt ſhew your Intentions ſome Time 
r other, by an agreeable Silence, which is one 
Jay; a conſenting Smile, a caſt down Look, or 
aying Yes, with a modeſt Bluſh. | 
Har. Phoo, phoo, I never deſign to do any 
Thing that will occaſion a Bluſh : I'll go to 
hurch in a Frolick, be marry'd in a Frolick, (if 
i-Jver) and then let what will happen after the 
> | 6 mo 

Sir Fran. I beſeech your Ladiſhip, take me with 


ou. | | 

erry Har. Oh then I ſhould bluſh indeed. 
fo, fl Lov. Let me wait on you to Prayers, *tis but 
wing a ſhort Dialogue with the Parſon, for a 
re-Nuarter of an Hour, and you'll oblige me for 

ump er. A ibi 
Har. I ſhould ſay, No; diſappoint you, and rob 
her The Prieſt of his Fees. I've conſider'd the Articles 
ties If Agreement, and don't very well like em. Let 
e.ſee: For Better for Worſe, — that's buying 
d of | Pig: in a Poke. — For Richer for Poorer —— 
I meer Lottery, and Ten to One but l draw a 
nion Plank. In Sickneſs and in Health—— 
that may prove no better than Nurſe keeping. 
ty. To Love and to Cheriſh, till Death us do part; 
that may be to love the Gout, and cheriſh Ill- 
r to | nature, and be continually provok'd to wiſt: 
him in Heaven, ſo I were but rid of him; and 
I never ceaſe praying to be deliver'd from what's 
riet. | worſe than the Plague, Peſtilence and Famine, 
a bad Husband. ? | 4 | 
t to 2 You. ſhall have a Husband made on pur- 

Poſe. | 


Trans CE 7 | Har. 


N au Wife. 
Har Why, ſo I will, if I don't lead Apes witli 
you, on purpoſe; for. as they ſay, Marriage was 


firſt made in Heayen o'purpoſe, tho? it's often 


broke upon Earth o'purpoſe. 
Lady Abſ. That ſhe won't, I'll be ſworn; Sir 
Francis has put it out of her Power. [Afide: 
Sir Fran. I'll turn my ſelf into any Shape to 
pleaſe you. 5 | * 
Lady Abſ. Or any Body elſe. LAſide. 
Har. And out, to diſpleaſe me, if 1 were but 
once in your Power. I hate a Proteus. 


Lov. I would endeavour to pleaſe without 


wearing a Mask, or attempting to deceive you. 

Har. I can't very well tell my own Mind. But 
when I do think of a Man, it muſt be one of an 
open, generous Temper, mix'd with good Man- 
ners and Integrity. | 

Lov. I dare not ſay I am he. 

Har. If any Thing could perſwade me to believe 
fo, it is your Modeſty. | 
Sir Fra». Then the Diſpute's over. 
Right to claim your Eſteem. 

Har. One wou'd believe you never look'd in a 
Glaſs. you know ſo little of your own Face. Ha, 
ha, Modeſty, 5 

Lady Abſ. He's a very modeſt Gentleman truly. 
Ha; ba. | . 

Sir Fran. O dear Ladies, your Freedoms with 
me I take as Favours, | 

Har. Oh, I have more ſuch Favours at your 
Service. He muſt have ſo much Honour as to 
think an Intrigue, Mean and Scandalous ; and to 
attempt another Man's Wife, Villainous. 

Lady Abſ. Do you hear that, Sir Francis? 
Sir Fran. So, very well. Here's fine Doctrine! 

| | EY LAſide. 

Har: 


I have the 


Sir 
artful! 
prevye! 
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Har. And, by his Example, and kind Perſwaſi- 
on, cure any little Folly he might perceive me 
guilty of: Always eaſy in my Company; beſt 
« pleas'd at Home; be chearful, and ſmile upon 
© his whole Family, to ſhew no Broil or Diſcon- 
tent inhabits within his Doors. Such a Hus- 
band would be more endearing after Marriage, 
© than it was poſlible for him to appear engaging 
© before, when they put on their beſt Looks to 
© perſwade | . . 
Sir Fran, You have deſerib'd me to a Tittle. 

Har. And left none of your Virtues untouch'd. 

Lady Abſ. She has chalkt you out, but it wants 
true Colouring to make a perfect Likeneſs. 

Sir Fran. The beſt Painters never take a Face 
in the worſt Light. | 

Lady Abſ. Then, if I might adviſe, I'd never 
have you ſet for your Picture; it will be a hard 
Matter to put you in an agreeable One. 

Sir Fran. I am oblig'd to your Ladyſhip: *Tis 
artfully done to rally me; tis the only way to 
prevent Suſpicion. | 

| Lady Abſ. Fm glad you think fc. — Mr. 
Lovell, my Lord's alone, ſhan't we go to him? 
He'll think we negle& him, to keep ſo much good 
Company from him. 

Lov. With all my Heart. 

Sir Fran. By all means. | 
Har. It's rude to leave him to chew the Cud of 
Repentance, paſt Follies, Death and Futurity. 

i 5 5 They beſt become the Minds of the Up- 
right. 

Har. I dare lay my Life they never reach'd your 
Heart; you think of ſomething elſe. | 
Ruth, I am no Hypocrite, SE 
Har. Pho, then you're no Woman, [Exennt. 

F Ent er 
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Har Why, ſo I will, if J don't lead Apes with 
you, on purpoſe; for. as they ſay, Marriage was 
firſt made in Heaven o'purpoſe, tho? it's often 
broke upon Earth o'purpoſe. 

Lady Abſ. That ſhe won't, I'll be ſworn; Sir 
Francis has put it out of her Power.  [Afide. 

Sir Fran. I'll turn my ſelf into any Shape to 
pleaſe you. | 8 

Lady Abſ. Or any Body elſe. | LAſide. 

Har. And out, to diſpleaſe me, if I were but 
once in your Power. 1 hate a Proteus. 


Lov. I would endeavour to pleaſe without 


wearing a Mask, or attempting to deceive you. 

Har. I can't very well tell my own Mind. But 
when I do think of a Man, it muſt be one of an 
open generous Temper, mix'd with good Man- 
ners and Integrity. . 

Lov. I dare not ſay I am he. 

Har. If any Thing could perſwade me to believe 
fo, it is your Modeſty. | 

Sir Fran. Then the Diſpute's over. 
Right to claim your Eſteem. 

Har. One wou'd believe you never look'd in a 
Glaſs. you know ſo little of your own Face. Ha, 
ha, Modeſty, : 

Lady Abſ. He's a very modeſt Gentleman truly. 
—_— g 

Sir Fran. O dear Ladies, your Freedoms with 
me I take as Favours, | 

Har. Oh, I have more ſuch Favours at your 
Service. He muſt have ſo much Honour as to 
think an Intrigue, Mean and Scandalous ; and to 
attempt another Man's Wite, Villainous. 

Lady Abſ. Do you hear that, Sir Francis? 
Sir Fran. So, very well. Here's fine Doctrine! 
LAſide. 
Har. 


I have the | 


preve! 
| Laa 
Lovell, 
He'll t 
Comp: 
Lov. 
Sir E 
Har. 
Repent 
Rith 
right, 
Har. 
Heart ; 
Ruth 
H. Ars 


The Artful Wife. „ 

Har. And, by his Example, and kind Perſwaſi- 
on, cure any little Folly he might perceive me 
guilty of: Always eaſy in my Company; beſt 
+ pleasd at Home; be chearful, and ſmile upon 
© his whole Family, to ſhew no Broil or Diſcon- 
© tent inhabits within his Doors. Such a Hus- 
© band would be more endearing after Marriage, 
«© than it was poſſible for him to appear engaging 
© before, when they put on their beſt Looks to 
© perſwade.” 1 

Sir Fran, You have deſcrib'd me to a Tittle. 

Har. And left none of your Virtues untouch'd. 

Lady Abſ. She has chalkt you out, but it wants 
true Colouring to make a perfect Likeneſs. 

Sir Fran. The beſt Painters never oy a Face 
in the worſt Light. 

Lady Abſ. Then, if I might adviſe, I'd never 
have you ſet for your Picture; it will be a hard 
Matter to put you in an agreeable One. 

Sir Fran. I am oblig'd to your Ladyſhip: Tis 
artfully done to rally me; tis the only way to 
prevent Suſpicion. - | 3 | 
| Lady Abſ. Fm glad you think ft. __— Mr. 
Lovell, my Lord's alone, ſhan't we go to him? 
He'll think we negle& him, to keep fo much good 
Company from him. 

Lov. With all my Heart. | 

Sir Fran. By all means. h 

Har. It's rude to leave him to chew the Cud of 
Repentance, paſt Follies, Death and Futurity. 

; 75 They beſt become the Minds of the Up- 
right. 4 | 

Har. I dare lay my Life they never reach'd your 
Heart; you think of ſomething elſe. 

Ruth, I am no Hypocrite. 


Har. Pho, then you're no Woman, [Exennt, 
F Enter 
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Enter Lord Abſent, Ar. Forward following. 


Lord Abſ. This Woman wants to tell me ſome- 
thing I would be iuform'd of But *tis mean to 
liſten to Inferiors; they often, for baſe Ends, 
repreſent Things ia a falſe Light. -— I ſhall be 
able to trace It my ſelf. ?*Tis very well, no Mat- 
ter; go about your Bus'neſs. 

Forw. There may come a Time you'll want to 
be let into the Secret; then it will be ſweet Mrs. 
Forward, good Mrs. Forward, and how, and when, 
and where; but the Devil take me if I tell you 
one Tittle [Aſde. LExit. 

Lord Abſ. This did I find [_ Pulling a Letter, 
and Picture wrapt np in it, out of his Pocket.] upon 
her Toylet ; left there by careleſs Accident, I 
ſuppoſe, folded in this Letter, which talks of 
Paſſion, Love, and hot Deſire. A pretty Preſent 
for a married Woman to receive from her Hus- 
band's Friend. His Picture ſet in Dia- 
monds.— Well. Sir Francis muſt be a Villain. 
I think they have been too free even before my 
Face. — She may be Innocent But then, 
why did ſhe receive this Letter, and this Picture? 
It might be left upon her Toylet by him, without 


her Privity.— He has the Freedom of my] 


Houſe, as if it was his own.-— He knew I did 
not doubt my Wife; that I ſeldom come near her 
Drefling Room, and that I am not of a curious, 
prying Temper.—— But then it's unnatural to 
think he ſhould be ſo bold in his firſt Approach: 
She mult have given him Encouragement —— 
1 know him Vain, my Wite a Wo- 
man of Freedom. He may have miſinterpre- 
ted her Words and Actions, which had no other 

mean- 


5 
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ſelve 
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meaning than good Manners, and a free Re— 


ception, to one I made Fam "liar in my Family. 
A little Patience: I would not be fo mean 


as to let her know I doubt without a Canſe. No- 
| thing is ſo contemptible as Jealonſy : You can't 
2 wrong a Virtuous Woman more; and to break 
with him too ſuddenly, will be flatly accuſing 
8 her. | | | 
l | Enter Lady Abſent. 

Lady Abſ. J ſee he has the Bait. The Medi- 


7 

u cine operates, and the Convulſions will ſhew them- 

ſelves in Starts and Catches, though the Mind be 

» | fortify'd with Reafor's ſtrongeſt Bars. [Lord 

1 Abſent puts up the Letter and Picture. ] 

I My dear, we want your Company; Mr. Lovell's 

| within too, and defires to ſee you. 

t Lord Abſ. I'll wait on him. 

5 Lady Abſ. Come then, go along with me. 

+: Lord Abſ. Ay. 

bs Lady Abſ. They'll all be impatient. 

Tord Abſ. Preſently My Dear, I would 

not have you think I am uneaſy or diſturb'd at _ 

your Conduct; but the World is Cenſorious, and I 
| 
| 


Th takes all Opportunities to magnify every little 
Freedom. Too many are ready to find Fault, and 
turn indifferent Things to their own evil Withes, 


Th and, as they would have 'em, make em. 4 
55 Lady Abſ. What's all this to me? 1 
ON Lord Abſ. I ſpeak not with Suſpicion, only 1 if 
think *twould be better if you were a little more Fl 
—|| reſervd. » 14 


| Lady Abſ. I don't underſtand you. 
of Lord Abſ. It's not enough to juſtify our Con- 
duct to our ſelves, it ought to be regulated by the 
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World's Eye, to act ſo as not to leave room for 


The Artful Wife. 


Malice or Detraction, to take Advantage. 
A Reſerv'dneſs, with a cool Behaviour, prevents 
a great many idle Circumſtances, which, put to- 
gether, may amount to ſomething or another, 
that will look like want of Diſcretion, and ſully 
a Character that might be kept entire with a lit- 
tle Caution. | 8 
Lady Abſ. Too much Reſerv'd neſs and Caution 
is the Hypocrite's Diſguiſe, which they put on to 
gloſs thoſe Follies, they would bluſh to be guilty 
of Bare-fac'd. | £ : | | 
Lord Abſ. There's Difference between a due 
Care, and an affected Cunning. ; 
Lady Abſ. Not as you ſeem to dreſs em. 
Lord Abſ. An open Freedom in a Woman, is 
often taken for an Invitation to a more cloſe 
Familiarity, which draws her in to be affronted ; 


or ſurpris'd into thoſe Indecencies ſhe never 


thought to commit. 

Lady Abſ. The Vulgar, thro Ignorance or En- 
vy, ſometimes preſume too far, but People of 
Diſtinction have more Manners than to cenſure 
ſa freely. | | | | 

Lord Abſ. You judge careleſsly, and don't 
weigh the deſigning Part of the Men of Faſhion, 
Lady Abſ. I never had any Occaſion. 

Lord Abſ. No? . 

Lay Abſ, Hey day! Why do you hint ſo filly a 
Queſtion, as if l had? What do you mean? 

Lord Abſ. Why — Nothing. . 
Tady Abſ. Then Nothing ſignifies Nothing 
There's Sir Francis, who would think amiſs of 
him? He's a moſt accompliſi'd Gentleman; ſo 
gay in his Addreſs, he dcligits every Body with 
his Converſation, when he has a Mind to be en- 
EE textaiuing, 
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tertaining. . Well, there is ſuch a Fineſs, ſo 
much Varzety and god Humour, he charms me: 
he's the ———— 

Lord Abſ. She's concern'd, and ſpeaks of him 
with Warmth. £46 de.] Does he not take too 
great a Liberty ? | 

Lady Abſ. O it's all without Deſign. 

Ld Abſ. Are you ſatisfy'd it is? 

Lady Abſ. Only Gallantry, Mirth, and ood 
Humour. What ſhould it be elſe ? 

Lord Abſ. It may be ſo. 

Lady Abſ. You have no Gaule t to believe to the 
contrary, 1 hope. 

Lord Abſ. I think not. 

Lady Abſ. Then there can be no Harm in it. 
But I myſt confeſs he pleaſes me better than any 
of your Acquaintance. 

Lord Abſ. Suppoſe he knew that. 

Lady Abſ. What if he did ? 

2 Abſ. Why it might 

HP Abſ. What? For I never made a Secret, 
of it 

Lord Abſ. Occaſion him to preſume too much 
upon ſuch Encouragement, and the World to let 
fall idle Expreſſions. 

Lady Abſ. Is he not your Friend ? And Friend- 
ſhip is Sacred. I know you to have too much Un- 
derſtanding to have contracted an Intimacy with 
him, introduc'd him fo frankly into your Family, 
if you had been fatisfy'd he was not worth valuing. 
I always ground my Opinion from your Example; 


and what you countenance and recommend, | re- 


ceive implicitly. 
Lord Ab. SUPPOIY: I have chang'd my Senti- 


ments of him ? 
Bi - 29h Abſ. 


nnn yu 


Lady Alf. When! am ſatisfy'd you have, I ſhall H 
alter mine. | Fo 
Lord Abſ. 1 wiſh vou would. H 
Lady Abſ. You an't Jealous ſure. = 


2 Abſ. This curs'd Infection has ſeis'd me, 
and, if I don't take Care, I ſhall diſcover it too For 
ſoon. [aſiae.]J You may carry your ſelf a little HH; 


more reſerv'd. ] Care 
Lady Abſ. For what Reaſon ? || Secrc 
| . Abſ. Only my Fancy. | For 


Lady Abſ. In the Name of Wonder, what has Hone 
poſſeſod you? But be it as it will, if You com- If I « 
mand, I ſhal obey. | franc 

Lord Abſ. It is not worth while to urge it ſo || Ing F 
far; I have a better Opinion of your Conduct. 
Lady Abſ. Or you can have made no Obſervati- E 
on of my Behaviour. : 

Lord Abſ. Well, well, there's no Occaf on for 

any more Words on this Subject. 

Tady Alſ. I think not indeed. Mr. Lovell, and 
the reſt of the Company, expect us. | | 
Lord Abſ. I go with you. LExeunt.| 


Enter Harriet, and Forward meeting, 
Lady 


deligh 
per, u 
the Cr 
Care h 


Forw. 1 am glad 1 have met with your Ladi- 
ſhip alone; I have Secrets to tell your Ladiſhip, 
worth your ' Ladiſhip? s hearing, I can aſſure you. 

Har. Secrets ! Prithee keep them to thy ſelf; 
| they are troubleſome Things. 

Form. Your Ladiſhip would not be ſo careleſs,| World 
if you knew how much they concern you. Man, 

Har. For that very Reaſon I don't deſire to] very I 
know 'em, they may make me uneaſy. I came 

Forw. But, Madam, I can't reſt without telling] could | 
you; I have ſuch a profound Reſpe& for youſ with ye 
Ladiſhip. Har. 
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Har. Nor I mayn't I reſt if you do telle? 
Forw. Sir Francis is the falſeſt Creature. 

Har. Prithee, what's that to me? 

Forw. Mrs. Ruth and he 

Har. With all my Heart. 

Forw. Nay, and my Lady too 

Har. How, what rail at your Lady! Have a 
Care, Mrs. Forward, or I ſhall let her know that 
Secret. 5 [ Exit. 

Forw, Very pretty truly. See what 'tis to be 
Honeſt. I am reſolv'd not to be out of the Cauſe: 
If I can't be of this Side, I'll be o't'other. Sir 
Francis, no doubt, will be glad to give me a retain- 
ing Fee. LExit. 


CCC 
A IV. 5 
SCENE continues. 
Enter Lady Abſent and Lady Harriet. 
Lady Abſ. AT this Indifference is put on 
3 X only to ſupport dear Pride and 
delightful Vanity. I had the very ſame Diſtem- 


per, when under your Circumſtances : I abhorr'd 


elf; the Creature that thought I Iik'd him, but didn't 
Care how many lik'd me. I would not, for the 


eſs, 


e to 


lling 
your 
Har. 


World, have been ſuſpeQed to be. in Love with a 
Man, Things that I made Fools of Publickly e- 
very Day, Abominable ! But for all that, when 
I came to put the Queſtion ſeriouſly, I found 1 
could not deceive my ſelf. I know it's juſt ſo 
with you, Child, if you'd confeſs the Truth. 
Har. Do 


_ . Artful Wife. 

Har. Do you really think fo ? | 

Lady Abſ. Upon my Word I do. Prithee 
which of your two Lovers do you like beſt ? 

Har. Let me know which you like beſt. 

Lady Abſ. You would not have me chuſe for 
you? | | 

Har. I am fo indifferent, you may if you pleaſe. 

Lady Abſ. Why then, what think you of Sir 
Francs ? - | 

Har. O extreamly well for an humble Servant ; 
he always appears Engaging, Free, and Com- 
plaiſant. g ä 
| Lady Abſ. And is every Body's moſt obſe- 
quiouſly. 

Har. So he is mine, while he's with me, Ini 
content; for tis ſomething ſo very ſhocking to 
ſtand for a Cypher, whilſt another of leſs Merit, 
perhaps, by being particularly addreſs'd makes a 
better Figure. He's Grand Abroad, has a Title, 
knows every Body of Diſtinction, is receiv'd at 
Court, commands Reſpect with a graceful Aſſu- 

rance, introduces you to the Drawing-Room, at 
a Ball, or an Aſſemblee, with Authority, among 
the beſt of Quality, and theſe are Things that 
glitter ſo brightly in a Woman's Eye, they hardly 
give her leave to ask how ſhe likes his Perſon, till 

he puts the ultimate Queſtion, and then ſhe muſt 
have a great deal of Conduct, Reſolution, and 
Underſtanding, not to be run away with. 

Lady Abſ. I never donbted your Conduct, Un- 

derſtanding, or Reſolution. 


Har. O you ſhould not flatter your Friend. — 


Fir Francis is gay and engaging. 

Lady Abſ. Mr. Lovell's conſtant and genteel. 
Har. Then he has Wit and Satyr. : 
Lady Abſ. Underſtanding and good Nature 1s 
_ preferable. | Har. 


Since: 
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Har. Ay, but he's judiciouſly ſevere on —_— | 


Body. 

Lady Ab. The other ſpeaks well of every 
Body. 

2 With what Spirit he addreſſes. 

Lady Abſ. Compare that with Modeſty and good 
Manners. 

Har. The one dreſſes faſhionable and fine. 

Lady Abſ. I like grave and decent better. 

Har. The Coach and Six, and a multitude of 
Servants. 


Lady Abſ. Mr. Lovell preſerves his Eſtate, and 


lives up to his Quality without fluttering to be 
3 2 or dunn d for his Folly. 
He's receiy'd at Court by all the Gran- 

| 3 

Lady Abſ. 'Tis better to be valu'd by a few 
Men of Senſe, and he always ſincerely welcom to 
them, than converſe with every Body, and be truly 
reſpected by none. Mr. Zovels the Man for my 
Money,; in him you'll find sincerity, Truth and 
laſting Affection. 

Har. Pho, I never ſeriouſſy thought of either, 
nor can I tell which is preferable, a forceable 


Flaſh of Love, Falſnood finely cover'd, and laſting 


Diſſimulation complaiſantly carry'd on, or fei 
Sincerity, old faſhion'd Truth, and buff Aft- 
fection. 

Lady Abſ. Now defend your ſelf if you can. 
I ſee Mr. Lovell coming this way, Sir Francis can't 


be far off: He's too cunning to permit him to 


gain an Advantage by a private Interview. 
Har. Liberty, Quiet, and an uncontroul'd Free- 


dom, will prevail againſt all their Perſwaſions, 


urg'd to gratify their own Inclinations. 
Lady Abſ. You can 't tell your own Mind, 
G Har. 


on 
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Har. That's hard, indeed. 
Lady Abſ. You'll find it fo. [Exit. 


Enter Ar. Lovell ard Sir Francis. 


Sir Fran. Where &er you fly, tis pleaſure to purſue ; 
"Tis vaſt Delight to have you but in View. 

Har. Very fine, indeed, Sir Francis. 

Lov. 7 oaly humbly beg, and ask no more, 
Than leave to gaze, and that bright Form adore. 

Har. With all my Heart; and *tis pity you 
ſhould e' er have more than you ask for. Pray let 


me throw in my Exrempore Couplet, that I mayn't 


be beholden to you for your Complements: 
So ſighing Swains ta Mopſa make their Moans, 
And their Love-Stories tell in diſmal Tones. 
Ha, ha, ha. But now I think on't, you may have 
Bas'ncſs, you approach in ſuch Form and Order, 
therefore a grave Air will beft become me. 
Sir Fran. Oh, of extraordindry. Concern. 
Lov. Mine is no leſs than Life and Happineſs. 
Har. Pray inform me, I ſhan't keep you long 
in ſuſpence. ; | 
Sir Fran. Tis you are Miſtreſs of my Fate; my 


Happineſs conſiſts in you, and would you but 
ſmile x | 


1 


Har. Is that all? Soon done, with little Trou- 


ble, and at your Service, 


* 


Lov. Vou have poſſeſſion of a Heart of mine. 
Har. That's more than I know; but if you care- 
leſsly left it, I never ſaw it, and you may take it 


again where you find it; I have no occaſion for it. 


Lov. Would you turn a faithful Servant out of 
Doors? | [FS 

Har. Certainly, when I don't want him; and 
his over acted Diligence becomes troubleſome. 


0 N Sir Fran. 
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Sir Fran. I wiſh I could perſwade you to'receive 
me upon liking. | 


Har. And by that means give you an Oppor- | 


tunity to diſcover my little Fe:bles ; then, cun- 
ningly inſinuate your ſelf into my Favour, and, 
from an humble Slave, become a domineering 
Tyrann. 

Sir Fran. Impoſſible; you have Power to awe 
Preſumption with a Frown. 

Har. I ſnan't run the Hazard. 

Lov. In me you'll have no Cauſe to fear the 
Tyrant. _— | | DES: . 

Har. He lurks in every Man. Beſides, I'm not 
in haſte to change the open Air for Confinement, 
quit publick Diverſion for private Snarling; be- 
ing plagu'd with a rude Husband inſtead of half 
a Dozen obedient humble Servants ; Dreſs in your 
Fancy, not my own; grow negligent, becauſe I 
don't like my Cloaths ; not Smile without Leave; 
my Thoughts cenſur'd, my Behaviour limited, 
my Servants appointed for me, my Dict ſuited to 
your Palate, my Nights diſturb'd with late Hours, 
or a ſeparate Bed, © with a Miſtreſs; and a con- 

* tinu'd Courſe of Fear, Reſtraint, Diſappoint- 
© ment, and inward Repentance, for being ſuch a 
Fool to part with my Hand to one who has not 
good Nature enough to complement me with 
© his Heart;* when J have given him Poſſeſſion of 


my Perſon and Fortune, to convince him I was ſo 


Silly as to believe all the fine Stories he told me. 
Sir Fran. This is ſuppoiing Impoſlibilities, on 
my ſide: Your Perfections will always refreſh 


Love and Eſteem; you thall but wiſh, and all 


ſhall be prepar'd to gratify that Wiſh, before you 
can think it poſſible. Von ſhall have a Settle- 
ment from the Day of Marriage at your own Diſ- 

_ : - poſal 
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poſal, not a Joynture : 


own Coach; I'll watch each Minute to oblige ; 
continual Delight ſhall keep you Company; all ſhall 
be Heaven and Eaſe, whileI employ my Hours to 
pleaſe the Goddeſs of my Soul. 

Lov. Would I could perſwade, you ſhould not 


have an opportunity to Envy, or wiſh to change 


Conditions with the greateſt: *Twould be the 


only Happineſs I ask, to ſee you ſurrounded with 
Content, and always ſmiling at the attending 


Joys that wait your Will. 

Har. The ſoft Pipe decoys the raed Quail, 
the glittering Glaſs the Lark, and gilded Promiſes, 
you think, a Springe to catch us weak unthinking 
Women 11: You point well, 


berty too well to run into the Snare. 
haſte to fall under the Sportman's Gripe, who va- 
lues the Paſtime more than the Game, when *tis 
caught. Fie, fie, a ſingle Partridge is not worth 
Whole Coveys are your 
Diverſion, 
ipare nothing that falls in your Way? 

Lov. I never knew what 'twas to change, nor 
ever lov'd before. 

Har. You may taint the ſooner. 

Low. *Tisa Vice I have no Taſte for. 

ar. then abſtaining is no Virtue in you, but 
Temptation will make it reliſh. 

Sir Fran. Before Gad, Pm weary of it. 

Har. As à Child of a Fair, or a Fop of "oy 
ſhop. 
Sir Fran, Upon my Soul, 


Har. That you do perfectly well. 
Sir Fran. oh mplt frankly own ———— 
Har. That 


—— 
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Har, That it is not in the Power of any human 
Creature to make a Convert of you. 
Sir Fran. Fie, Madam, I beg you would not 
condemn without a fair Tryal. 
Har. You are an Outlaw, and ought to have 
Sentence put in Execution for your Contempt. 
Lov. Thoſe always ſtand fair in the Eye of Ju- 
ſtice, that have preſerv'd a good Reputation. 
Har. No Judge is oblig'd to give Reaſons for his 
Opinion. | | 5 
Lov. You are too juſt to find me Guilty with- 
out ſo much as a circumſtantial Proof. 
Har. It muſt be fo, and it ſhall be fo. 
Lov. Submiſſion's beſt where there lies no Ap- 
You are, I muſt confeſs, my Dernier 


Enter FW Ruth. 


Har. I'm very glad you're come to my Relief, 
Mrs. Ruth, Sir Francis and Mr. Lovell have made ſuch 
violent Aſlaults, I was afraid I ſhould have been 
compell'd to ſurrender. Nothing but the Diffi- 
culty of knowing which to prefer prevented it. 

Ruth. You may miſtake Sir Francis's good Man- 
ners for what he never meant. 

Har. He has ſaid ſo many fine Thing 
Sir Frau. And you can't but believe the reality 
of *em. | 

Har. I muſt provoke her to expoſe her ſelf; I. 
find ſhe likes him, and he has been tampering 
with her. [ Aſide.) No doubt, he would be glad 
he had Reaſon to boaſt of any Encouragement I 


have given him. 


Rut h. Sir 


a> 
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if I pleaſe, than you deſire I ſhould. 
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Ruth. Sir Francis has a better Underſtanding 


than to be taken with a flirt of a Fan. a Fleer, an 


Ogle, or any indecent Tricks of Wantonneſs. 
Har. Do you ſuppoſe, that prim Look, puri- 
tanic Sighs, caſt up Eyes, and formal Grace of 
yours, have made a Conqueſt of ſo fine a Gentle- 
man's Heart ? Ha, ha, | | | 
Ruth, Perhaps I may have more Intereſt in him, 
Lev. I beg your Ladiſhip would reſign your In- 
t'reſt, if you have any in him. EL: 
Sir Fran. Tho' Mrs. Ruth may ha' taken Pet 
againſt your Ladiſhip, I beg I-mayn't be injur'd 
in your Eſteem by her private Pique. 
Har. I don't envy her, I do aſſure you. 


Fiuch. If you did, it would be to little purpoſe, | 
may be. | 


Lov. Sir Francis may have given her juſt Cauſe 

to enter her Claims 5 
Har. The Child's afraid of loſing its Man. 

Rut h. Not by any Power you have over him. 

Sir Fran. You won't expoſe your ſelf. LAſide to 

— 1 Reuth. 

Nut h. I can't bear her Inſolence. [0 Sir Fran. 

Sir Fran. But you'll preſerve your own Reputa- 


mon. [fo Ruth. 


Ruth. That can't ſuffer, if you're an upright 
Man. | [tro Sir Fran. 

Har. 1 hope you have reconcil'd Matters. 

Lov. She leems in better Iemper. 

Har. A kind Word or two has calm'd her Rage. 
Fie, fie, Sir Francis, it would be ungrateful not to 
make a ſuitable Return to ſo tender a Paſſion.—— 
Nay, when ſhe has been ſo very obliging to ſparc 
no Pains to let you know how violent it is. 
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Nat h. Nor you have ſpar'd no Pains to let him 
know, how glad you'd be to have him like you. 

Har. Ha, ha, you'll make an agreeable Couple. 

Sir Fran. Before Gad, you're too hard upon 
Mrs. Ruth, and force her to ſay more than ever 
ſhe thought on, out of pure Contradiction. 

Har. | perceive you don't always addreſs in 
vain. N | | ON 

Ruth. Not when he applies to you. 

Har. Indeed he has, to no purpoſe. 

Ruth. I can't apprehend that. . 

Har. What, becauſe he has broke his Way into 
your upright Heart, you think there's no with- 


ſtanding him. 


Ruth. Your vain Opinion's inſignificant. 

Har. Yo won't deny the Truth. 

Ruth. You know not what Truth is, therefore 
deſpiſe the Profeſſors of it. 


Har. You muſt reform your humble Seryant, 


before he'll be fit to be receiv'd into the City with 
you, among the ſober Party, and perſwade him 
to travel with you thro” Sr. John's ſtreet, then to 
the Brick-kilns, and ſo on to Highgate, to viſit a 
rich Few; leave the freedom of Life to cant for a 
counterfeit Reputation; go to Market for his 
Family; frequent dirty Coffee-Honſes, inſtead of 
White's or St. James's; put on a wry Face to pleaſe 
others, and wear a borrow'd Countenance to ap- 
pear like the reſt of the Herd: Go to a preciſe 


Club at Seven in the Evening, where they cenſure. 
the Proceedings of their Betters, and conſult a- 


bout News, Trade, Politicks and Credit. 
Sir Fran. Heyday ! you won't make a Monſter 
of me, and then ſhew me to the World ? 
Ruth, You like galloping abroad in a gaudy 
painted Chariot, with Creatures in Fool's Coats to 
| hang 
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ſuppoſe- ; . 
 Ri#th. You may deſpiſe the Citizens, but they 


ſupply your Follies, you are glad to cringe to 


* * 
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hang about it, and ſhew your outward Ornaments, 
while the moſt precious Part, the Mind, is neg- 
lected and uncloath'd. The Smoak of the Brick. 
kilns is better than the ſinful Duſt of Piccadilly. 
You may deſpiſe the Fews, but I think they are 
to be preter'd before Reprobates, that have no 
Senſe of Shame; who continually lie basking in 
Frailty ; the Chocolate Houſes ſtink of perfum'd 
Vices, and are full of ungodly Looking-Glaſſes, 
that magnity vain Ornaments, and delnde, with 
Idolatry, thoſe that look into them, and occaſion 
Self-Adoration.— Pd have you to know, they 
wear ſtedtaſt Countenances in the City, and are 
adorn'd with inward Truth, which fhineth out- 


wardly; and converſe with Sobriety, early Hours, 


Gravity and Judgment; and do not go to Plays, 


Maſquerades, and Muſick-Meetings, Places of Sin 


and Darkneſs. | | 
Sir Fran. Why, what a Condition am I in, be- 
tween keen Satyr and mortifying Cant ! 

Har. It muſt be a pleaſing Sight to ſee Sir 
Francis and his Lady ride in Triumph amongſt the 
ſhining ſleek Beavers, the Holy-Day Suits, formal 
Congees, middle ag'd Plumbs, fparkiſh Merchants, 
wealthy Tradeſmen, rich Uſurers, ſmart Attor- 
neys, that keep their. Coaches, Heirs to the Gown 
and Chain, overgrown wholeſale Dealers, and 
warm Drapers. 

Sir Fran, *Sdeath, your Ladiſhip will make me 
mad. Here's a Deſcription indeed. — You can't 


know how to thrive and get Money, as well as 
the People at this End of the Town know how to 
throw it away. But when you want wherewith to 


em 
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that ſe! 
the Art 


| The Artful Wife. 5 
'em with your Jewels, Plate and Eſtates to Pawn, 
diſcharge Honourable Debts, as you call ?em, or 


Pride. They don't hide their Talent, but ims 
prove it. 

Lov. And leave it to be return'd after their 
Deaths, by their Heirs, to the right Owners, 


: bles to thoſe their Fathers or Relations had ex- 
| | -torted Mortgages, Bills of Sale, and clandeſtine 
| B& judgments from, for as much more as they lent 
em. 
Har, A pious Way of thriving truly. 
. Ruth. Much better than a luxurious Ruin. I'm 
reſolv'd not to ſtay a Week longer in this wicked 
„Place. ' LExit. 
l Har. By no meäns. 
Sir Fran. You have us'd me unmereifully. 
Har. I don't think it more than you deſerve: 
Pray go in and comfort her over a Diſh of Tea. 
Lov. Your Ladiſhip won't leave us. : 
Har, Not long. L Exeunts 


Enter Lady Abſent, who goes to the Glaſs to adjuſt 
herſelf, Lord Abſent behind her. 


* 
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Lord Abſ. Curſe upon that Ring ſhe wears ; *tis 
the ſame I have often ſeen upon Sir Francis's Fin- 
ger: That confirms all; *tis Folly but to doubt. 
The Picture and the Letter were enough to have 
convinc'd any Body but a lethargic Sor, who in- 
dolently ſleeps his Life away. - How Innocent 


et 


ſhe ſeems, and yet what Guilt there lurks under 
that ſettled Face, and thoſe calm Smiles; *tis fo 
the Artful cover all Deformities that lye brood- 


ing 
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ſupply your extravagant Play, and exhorbitant 


who ſet up for Men of Faſhion, and become Bub- 
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ing in the dark Labyrinth of the Mind. What [ 


o much lov'd, 1 hate to ſee. 


Lady Abſ. LC mins to my Lerd)] Oh my Deas 
where have you left Sir Francis, and the reſt of 
the Company ? 

Lord Abſ. Within, I think. 

Lady Abſ. Will you go to*'em? 

Lord Abſ. No. 

Lady Abſ Why ſo ? 

Lord Abſ. Becauſe I han't a Mind to it. | 
Lady Abſ. The Bliſter riſes Laſide.] What's 
the Matter? Has any Body diſoblig'd you? 
Lord Abſ. Yes. 
Lady Abſ. Who?! 
Lord Abſ. Your ſelf. 
Lady Abſ. Pm ſorry for it. 
Lord Abſ. 1 don't believe you. 
Lady Abſ. Indeed it's without Deſign then. 
Lord Abſ. You are very Innocent truly. 
Lady Abſ. 1 hope you don't doubt it. 

Lord Abſ. Oh "tis paſt all Doubt. 
Lady Abſ. What can you mean, my Lord“ "A 
Lord Abſ. What do you mean, my Lady ? 

Lady Abſ. I deſire you d inform me. 
Tord Abſ. Oh you're inform'd already. 
Lady Abſ. Of — : 
Tord Abſ. That 
Lady Abſ. Pray go on. 
} 3s} Abſ. You are 
Lady Abſ. I beſcech you. 
Lord Abſ. Avery Woman. 
Lady Abſ. Pray explain your ſelf. 
Lord Abſ. A very vile one. 
Lady Abſ. My Lord, I never expected this 
Fou amaze me. 
Lord Abſ. You can't gueſs the Cauſe, 


Lady bj. 


tagio. 
noble 
with: 
herLe 


his 


1 


The u #4 . | FI 
Lady Abſ. No, upon my Word, having always 
liv'd wich a ftrict Care, inveterate Malice can't 


accuſe me of a Miſdeed. 
Lord Abſ. Your Memory” srery mort: Recol- 


lect your ſelf. 


Lady Abſ. T have no occafion to look back, or 
fear to have each Thought, each Act, each Word 
examin'd by the ſevereſt Rules that Virtue has 
laid down. 

Lord Abſ. Thofe who dare do ill, want no Aſ- 
ſurance to gloſs their Crimes. A confident 
Denial is the only Varniſh they lay on in hopes 


to make a Doubt, or artfully to enforce De- 
1 ception, and baffle Truth.“ | 


Lord Abſ. My Lord, Pm certain you can't ac- 
cuſe me of any Things that I have done to your 
Prejudice, or that can offend the ſtrict Character 
of Maid or Wife. I have no Secrets, but a clear 
and open Heart, that all the World may view, and 
find natainted : A ſimple Innocence, that wants 
no Daub to hide the freckly Spots that ſtart in 
a diſtemper'd Mind. 

Lord Abſ. Could you be accounted Juſt, do 
you think me fo weak to quit my Quiet for reſt - 
leſs Jealouſy ; that Vulture, that Gnawing gives 
continual Pain, and racks the Soul? No. Tle 
Knowledge of your Folly has rais'd Contempt, 
Diſdain and Deteſtation.—— Oh, how mean 
the Vitious look! Your very Form is chang'd, 
and you no more have Right to claim a Habitati- 
on here. You are like a Limb that's mortify'd, 
if not cut off and ſever'd from the Body, Con- 
tagion ſoon will ſpread itſelf, and ſeize upon the 
noble Parts; for he who harbours a wanton Wife 
within his Boſom, becomes a mean Partaker of 


her Lewdneſs, and is juſtly mark d with Infamy—— 
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Contented, think you, I can be, when Jam · made 
a Jeſt !—— Fleer'd at by all Mankind? | 
Hark'e, Madam, Sir Francis, Sir Francis, that 
Villiin—— You have not been too free with 
him; it may be not granted all ; but your Mind's 
debauch'd, you have receiv'd the Gage; the 
Challenge is accepted, the Mecting fix'd, and 


only Opportunity is wanting.— Perhaps I 


think too well; and am already made the Fool, 
the Property to your Incontinence. | 

Lady Abſ. Ridiculous, my Lord! This muft be 
a Pretence. * You can't be ſo void of Underſtand- 
ing. A piece of Cunning to gain ſome End. 
© or try my Temper. What is it you aim at? 
Inform me: And if can fatisty you, you need 
< not uſe theſe little Stratagems, theſe round- 
about Artifices; I'll give you immediate Satis- 
* faction, if in my Power. | 

© Lord Abſ. Confuſion! Do you think to ca- 


'£ jole me, baffle my Reaſon, perſwade me my 


< Senſes de not operate. Indeed I have been an 


| $% eaſy Fool, careleſs and indolent; but you have | 


7 rais'd a Tempeſt in my Breaſt, which all your 
* ſubtile Arts, your Witchcraft cannot lay.” 

| Lady Abſ. It grieves me to teize him; but the 
Fever muſt yet be rais'd, to throw off the Malig- 
nity. It may be dangerous to let him cool too 
100n: | [aſide 
Lord Abſ. Well, What Contrivance now? What 
faint Pretences to excuſe your felt ? 

Lady Abſ. This is not well to uſe me thus, Un- 
generous and Unkind !-—- Is not Sir Francis 
your Friend; did not you introduce him here, 
gave him that Name; bad him welcome to your 
Family? Who ſhould dare to receive him in ano- 


* 
. 


ther manner than your Authority commands. 


Lord Al/. 
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The Artfal Wife. 53 
Lord Abſ. Look, know you this Letter and 


this Picture? A modeſt Wife would bluſh at ſuch 


a rank Attempt upon her Husband's Honou 
Here are Words as hot as liquid Braſs —— His 
Picture too, to keep up your looſe Deſires, and, 
in his Abſence, be the dumb Solicitor of his baſe 
Deſign ! Damnation! What Anſwer can you 
make, or how pretend to juſtify your ſelf ? 

Lady Abſ. A meer Piece of Gallantry, which 
meant no more than Complaiſance. You ſee I 
made no Secret of it, by the little Care I took to 
hide *em. 

Lord Abſ. *Twas Accident that mach no Secret 
of it. What Ring is that you have upon 
your Finger ? I remember no ſuch I ever gave 
you, or that I've ever ſeen you wear it before or 
ſince we marry'd till this Day. 

Lady Abſ. *T was his. 

Lord Abſ. Very well. 

Lady _ I prais'd and lik'd it. 

Lord 2 True, what then? 

Lady 45ſ. Why — All that ! ko 

2 Abſ. Go on. 

Lady Abſ. Is, he complaiſantly took it from off 
his Finger, and frankly gave it me. What Harm 
is there in this? 

Lord Abſ. Oh, none at all. No Obliga- 
tion- No Return to be made. 

Lady Abſ. Not that I know of. 

es Abſ. Thou canting Hypocrite ! 

Lady Abſ. Now I perceive you are really jea- 
lous, at which I ſmile. 

Lord Aifſ. Indeed I am become your Jeſt. 


Lady Aliſ. We have been full ſeven Years mar- 


ry d, 20d have I at any Time bchav'd my ſelf ſo 
Ih to Sire you a juſt Cauſe for ſuch Treatment ? 
No ! 
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No. But, on the contrary, have liv'd with Cir- 
cumſpection, ſhnn'd all Gallantries; © ne'er ram- 
* bled from your Wing hut ſtill, whene' er [ went 
© Abroad, you knew where to follow me”; loo d 
on your Smiles at Home as Happineſs, and ne'er 
neglected your little Humours, which oppos'd 
with Contradiction, might have occaſion'd an 
Uneaſineſs; but gave way to *em all, that I might 
pleaſe the Man my Happinefs of Life Cw 
on. 

Lord Av. Exquiſite Diſſembler! 

Lady Ao}. Do I deſerve this for Tenderneſs, 
for Care, for Love and Duty ? 
. mo Abſ. You attempt in vain to excuſe your 
el 

Lady Alſ. I need no Excuſe to juſtify my Con- 


duct. 


Lord Abſ. Would you did not. 

Lady Abſ. Yaw ſhall ſoon be ſatisfy'd. 

Lord Abſ. Never. 

Lady Abſ. Let me but think a little— Why 
to convince you, I'll appoint him to meet me in a 


Quarter of an Hour, in the Summer-houſe, it be- 


mg dark ; there you ſhall hear what paſſes be- 
tween us, "undiſcover” d; then you ſhall judge how 
far I have injur'd you, "and what his Intentions 
are in this Affair. 

Lord Abſ. All Artifice and Cunning. 

Lady Abſ. Vou will not find it ſo. 

Lord Abſ. No doubt 1 ſhall. By 

Lady Abſ. Leave it to the Tryal. But calm 


me. 
Lord Abſ. It cannot be. 


Lidy Al 


your ſelf, then you'll plainly ſee you have wrong'd 


ee 
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Lady Abſ. Nay, you ſhall confeſs it; and if I 
make it not evident, then caſt me from your 


Boſom, as a Viper yeu have warm'd to ſting you. 
Lord Abſ. Some new Device. = 
Lady Abſ. By all that's good and juſt it is not 


to deceive you. 


Lord Abſ. No more. 

Lady Abſ. You ſhan't deny me. 

Lord Abſ. Prithee. | 

Lady Abſ. I do intreat you. 
Lord Abſ. To no purpoſe. 


Lady Abſ. Have but a little Patience, and at- 


tend the Iſſue. [ Exit Lord Abſ. 
To what a Criſis have I brought my ſelf, before 


I was aware: I am loſt indeed, if I prevail not 


now, Would I had never trifled with him thus 


| far; but now I muſt go on. LExit. 
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AMT Y. 
SCENE continues. 


Fa 


Enter Sir Francis. 


Sir Fran. C\He'll meet me in a Quarter of an 
Hour in the Summer Houſe. — 

A convenient Place; and in the Dark. Modeſtly 
contriv'd to hide her Bluſhes.—— She's a fine 
Woman; and who would not ſacrifiſe a hundred 
Friends to obtain her? What Joy, what Raptures 
will ſhe give! O Extaſy ! thou hang'ſt on every 
Limb, each Nerve rejoyces, and the conſenting 
| Brain 
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56 The Ariful Wife. 


Brain gives Pleaſure to the beating Heart. Her 


Husband's Indolence and dull Negle& ; my Youth 
and Gayety ; her Charms and ſoft Deſire; all, all 


contrive to make her mine! — What Woman's 


Proof againſt combining Nature? - They'll all 
conſent, when cloſe purſu'd. ] left the Company 


unobſery'd ; ſhe ſaid ſhe'd follow me. The Time's 


near expir'd. 
Enter Mrs. Forward. 


For. Sir Francis your Servant. 
Sir Fran. Oh yours, Mrs. Forward. 
For. Come, come, you think I know nothing, 
but you're miſtaken. 3 
Sir Fran. Know; why what ſhould you know? 
For. Some Affairs that are carrying on in this 
Family, which it I was truſted in, would go ne'er 
the worſe. I might be more ſerviceable than you 
are aware of. 


Sir Fran. You are very kind, Mrs. Forward, but 


I want no Aſſiſtance at preſent. 
For. You muſt not tell me fo. LL 

Sir Fran. Faith, I have no Buſineſs in your way 
upon my Hands, at this Time. 

For. | can ſee. 

Sir Fran. You are out in your Calculation. 

For. No, no,—— I have given my ſelf ſome 
Concern upon your Account, out of pure Zeal 
and Reſpect to you, good Sir Francis, becauſe I 


know you to be a worthy, generous Gentleman, 
Sir Francis. | | | 


Sir Fran. Oh, it's very obliging. When I have 
Occaſion for you, I'll make Uſe of your-Favours. 
—— Theſe Ladies Women are very neceſſary U- 
tenſils, when a Man wants Conduct and Aſſurance 

8 o 


Ni.. 9 


to carry on his own Intrigue : But I am pretty 


well furniſh'd with both. [Afide, and Exit. 
For. This is not to be born. — One had bet- 


ter Hawk with China about Streets, than be a 
Lady's Woman thus neglected. I'd have 'em to 
know we Waiting-women are as neceſlary in an 
Intrigue, as an Engineer in a Siege, *Foregad, 


they may be miſtaken: I'll ſpring the Mine, let 


the Miſchief light where it will, if it he only 


for a little Revenge. I hope I have liv'd in bet- 


ter Families than this, and have been Confidant 
to the Husband and the Wife, the old Lady 
Mother, and three Grand-Daughters; and all has 
gone well thro' my Management : What the duce 
is the Matter, I can't be truſted now in two or 


three common Form Bus'neſſes here? The Devil 


take me for a Fool if I let em play the Game out 


quietly, if I don't taſte of the Profit. Marry, 


marry come up truly : Theſe are fine doings in- 


deed / | | LEæit. 


SCENE the Summer-Houſe. 


Enter Sir Francis in the Dark, and Lady Abſert ; 
Lord Abſent following her, 


Sir Fran. Hark I hear no body yet. She 
comes. Her ſoft Tread is Muſick to my Ears. 
— Who's there? bt | 

Lady Abſ. Tis L-— Sir Francis? - 


Sir Fran: The ſame. — Suſpicion ſleeps, and 


the kind Night attends, without a Star, to do 
her Office : * No glimmering Light to guide the 
< prying Eye, but ſafely cover'd in her dark 
Mantle, we are hid from Accident: While ſhe 
keeps Guard, none can approach to interrupt 
© our Happineſs. : 


Lady Av. 


58 The Artful Wife. 
Lady Ab/. How I tremble !_ 
Sir Fran. You need not fear. 
Lady Abſ. I can't help it. 
Sir Fran. We are ſecure. 
Lady Ab). Never when we do ill. 


Sir Fan. You terrify your ſelf with Children's 


Bugbears. | h 
Lady Abſ. My Lord will ſome time or other 
diſcover this. | IE oo bo 
Sir Fran. No, no. 
Lady Abſ. Say he ſhould. 
Sir Fran. How can it be? 


Lady Abſ. I can't tell; but my Heart miſgives 


me: Would I had not ventur'd fo far. 
Lord Abſ. "Sdeath ! what can the mean 
but hun ; LAſide. 
Sir Fran. That's unkind. | 
Lady Abſ. l ſhall fear to ſee him, and expect, when- 
e'er he looks me in the Face, or ſpeaks to me, 
he'll tax me with my Falſhood. The Guilt will 


follow my Imagination, and be like the Ghoſt of 


him that's murther'd to the Murtherer; I ſhall 
betray my ſelf. | 

Sir Fran, Theſe are like Virgins Fears, who are 
frighted at they know not what. 

Lady Abſ. But then the Honour of his Family, 
with which I am. entruſted ? 

Ser Fran. That's preſerv'd by Secrecy. 

oy 4 Abſ. But it's horrible to wrong a Husband's 
Bed : oe 

Sir Fran. Who does not, d'ye think ? 

Lady Abſ. All do not, ſure. 

Sir Fran. O yes. | . 

Lady Abſ. And appear modeſt after it? 

Sr Fran. Ay, that's the Force of Reputation. 

Lord Abſ. A very moral Gentleman, truly. 

Lady Abſ. Do you think fo? _ 

Sir Fran. 


The Artful Wife. 59 


Sir Fran. I know it to be fo. | 

Lady Abſ. My Lord's your Friend, therefore you 
ſhould not wrong him; it's an Obligation to the 
contrary. 55 | 

Sir Fran. The meanneſs of his Temper makes it 
no Injury: He's unfit to be a Husband ora Friend. 

Lord Abſ. Dama him, LAſide. 

Lady Abſ. You're too ill- natur'd. 

Sir Fran. He lives to pleaſe himſelf, careleſs of 
every thing but his owa Humour. He's ſo Indo- 
lent, he does not know you're. beautiful; hears 
you not whene'er you ſpeak, nor ſees you tho? he 
ſeems to look at you; and he's but the Figure of 
a Man: A Statuary might form as good: He Eats, 
and Drinks, and Sleeps, thro' Cuſtom : He's like 
a Piece of Clock-work, moves, but thinks of no- 
thing : The Shell of Human Life without a Kernel, 
Can ſuch a one be thought a Husband or a Friend, 
who has no Soul, no Spirit, no Talte ? You muſt 
deſpiſe him. 9 | 

Lord Abſ. An inſinuating Villain! [ Aſide. 
Lady A/. For Shame; his Underſtanding is 


equal to moſt Men's: His Honour an Ornament 


© to his Title: He's good humour'd, generous, 
open and undeligning. He would not thus have 
© dealt by you”. | 


Sir Fran. How can you call ſtupid Dulneſs 


© Underſtanding, or praiſe his Honour when he 
© ſo baſely neglects yon. His good Humour's 
© -Softneſs; his Generoſity is always miſapply'd, 
for want of Judgment; therefore no Merit in 


© him.—— Open and undeiigaing ! Ay, that he 


is thro Weakneſs and Folly': He's not worth 
rememb'ring, but as the Property, the Screen to 
keep off Scandal: A necefſary Tool, an eaſy 
Husband, qualify'd for what he ſhould be made, 
the Object of your Scorn and my Derifion. 
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Lady Abſ. If you reſpect me, methinks, you 
ſhovld ſpare him a little. 

Sir Fran. Forget him, the Thought of him in- 
trudes unwelcomely ; he's not to be born but for 
your ſake; for by pretending Friendſhip to him, 
I gain a free Acceſs to you; fo far indeed he's 
uſeful. 

Lord Abſ. Conſume him [ Aſide. 

Lady Abſ. But how could you be ſo confident, 


to court my Lord's Siſter before my Face ? 


Sir Fran. You know I told you *twas a Feint up- 
on my Lord, to ſecure my Approach to you. 

Lady Abf. But this is groſſy abuſing her. 

Sir Fran. Pho, pho, a Woman can't be affront- 


ed while ſhe's addreſs'd, and her Vanity oblig'd. 


Lady Abſ. One of her Character ſhould not be 
trifled with. 

Sir Fran. Why does ſhe make Fools of every 
Body? 

Lady Abſ. Becauſe they attempt to impoſe on 


e 


Sir Fran. We loſe Time, and play with Mo- 
ments of the greateſt Worth. 
Tord Abſ. You'll hardly i improve em nov. Af, de. 

Sir Frans I long to receive Earneſt for another 
Meeting. 

Lady Abſ. How ſhall 1 be _ d 2 won © 
deceive me ? 

Sir Fran. I ſwear. 


Lach Abſ. Your Oaths are no Security, bot 


Words of courſe. 


Sir Fran. Why ſhould you doubt your Power to 


keep what you have conquer d. I'm yours for 
ever ; let that ſuffice, 

Lady Abſ. I can't believe. How oft have you 
made aſe of the like Proteſtations, and. thought 
no more of em? 


Sir Fran, 
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Deſire to taſte again a never dying Repetition of 
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Sir Fran. Never. | 
Lady Abſ. You have perſwaded —— 
Sir Fran. Then you are kind. 
Lady Abſ. My Niece, I mean. 
Sir Fran. ] don't underſtand you. 
Lady Abſ. You won't underſtand me. 
Sir Fran. Meer Imagination. 
Lady Abſ. Have you not promis'd her Marriage, 
and by that means decoy'd her into Ruin? 
Lord Abſ. Ha! | [ Afrde. 
Sir Fran. How came ſhe to know this? [ Afrde. 
Only been a little Civil to her. 
Lady Abſ. She has confeſs d it. 
Sir Fran. So then, I find there's no Folly but a 


Woman will be guilty of. A Changeling ! LAſide. 


Lady Av. I have ſufficient Proof that heard 
you both own it; fo that 1 perceive you are rea- 
dy to oblige the whole Family. 


Lord Abſ. Confuſion ! DLAſide. 


Sir Fran. There's none J value now but your 


dear ſelf; they are all forgot, and you command 
my very Soul. 
© Lady Abſ. How can you be ſo wicked! What 


a 


Ly 


fide in you? Do you think your Conduct is 
not enough to deter any Woman from ventu- 
ring, tho' ſhe had an Inclination? 'Tis Va- 
riety you purſue, and Poſſeſſion paſs'd, you 
then look forward to the next, neglecting all 


you have gain'd for ſome new Face. The whole 


« $cx is but one Miſtreſs to you, you court 'em 


„all, as others do the fingle She they moſt admire. 


Sir Fran. What's paſt was only quenching 
< Thirſt.” But you are the Fountain of all Joy, 
that flows with freſh Delights, creating ſtill 


the 


Grounds can you have to expect I ſhould con- 
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62 The Artful Wife. 
the choiceſt Sweets that Nature has in ſtore. 
_ *Tis Cruelty to keep me on the Rack, when the 

Extent of all my Wiſhes are in you; Defire's too 
fierce to be contain'd, and longs to revel in your 
Charms. O yon diſtrat me with a Touch of 
this fair Hand. Methinks I am transform'd my 
Soul's enlarg'd, Humanity has left me as in a 
Trance; ail is amazing Bliſs; it hurries in too 
faſt; it's ſtrong as the laſt Thought of Love. 
Oh what muſt be Poſſeſſion then. Enjoy- 
ment's ſomething too exquiſite for Words to de- 
ſcribe, or heyond Imagination's Power to form. 
O do not daſh me now with Coyneſs, when all is 
ripe for Conſummation. | 

Lady Abf. You'reinfuſferably rude. [takes away 
her Hand. 5 : | 

Sir Fran. I cannot bear a Diſappointment now. 
Why have you encourag'd me with Smiles, re- 
ceiv'd my Preſents, and met me here? To what 
Intent? — Come, you are reſolv'd; ſhake off 
the Qualms, and this affected, formal Niceneſs, 
and don't refuſe the Pleaſure you'll wiſh to have 
repeated, when once you've ſtept beyond your 
idle Fears. Tis Decency in Girls, but Women 
that know what they come about, ſhould have 
more Courage. Fie, fie, you muſt know your 
own Mind ; that's conſenting, I'm ſure. 

Lady Abſ. 1 can't bear this Indecency. | 

Sir Fran. A little Force will break the Curb of 
Modeſty. | 

Lady Abſ. You won't be ſo Confident ? 

Sir Fran. You need not uſe theſe little Arts to 
warm me to your Wiſh; I am all Love, all yours 
enough——you ſhall conſent. 
Lady Abſ. I' call my Lord. 
Sir Fran. You won't, I'm ſure. 


Lady Abf. 


The Art ful Wife. 63 
Lady Abſ. You are miſtaken. 
Sir Fran. You only tell me fo. 
Lady Abſ. I'll cry out. 
Sir Fran. Let it be ſoftly then. 
Lady Abſ. I will by Heavens. | 
Sir Fran. Your Reputation lies at Stake. 
Lady Abſ. I care not, let what will happen. 
Sir Fran. Pill venture you for once. 
Lady Abſ. What, will you force me ? 
Sir Fran, You have more Underſtanding than to 
think it ſo. = | 
Lady Abſ. Nay then, help, help, help. 
Lord Abſ. Villain! unhand her. 


Enter Mrs. Forward with Lights; and other Ser- 
wants, follow'd by Lovell, Lady. Harriet, and 
Mrs. Ruth by 


Sir Fran. *Sdeath, my Lord! — He here. 

| Lov, What's the Matter, my Lord? 
Har. Your Ladyſhip's diſorder'd. | 
Ruth. Sir Francis ſeems diſturb'd; I wonder 


> what can be the Occaſion. 


Sir Fran. Before gad, my Lord, I am as much 
ſurpriz'd as any body; but I believe I can beſt 
expound the Riddle. I came by chance in the 
Dark into the Summer-Houſe, and paſſing 
thro', a Woman ran full-but againſt me I 
caught her in my Arms-— She cry'd out 
Then, my Lord, you know you enter d They 
all came with Lights after you I was ſtartled 
to find it to be her Ladyſhip that cry'd out, and 
you ſtar'd, my Lord, I ſuppoſe, to think how we 
came together. — I can't forbear Laughing to 
ſee what an Uproar an inſignificant Accident has 
raid ——— but faith, 'm glad it happen'd fo 
lucky for your Satisfaction: I wou'd not have 
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given you Cauſe to think I would have affronted 

any of your Family for the Univerſe. | | 
Lord Abſ. Yes | am ſatisfy'd thou art the great- 

eſt Villain Nature ever form'd ; ſo exquiſite, 


that Hell's ſumm'd up in thee; and to make 


thee yet more perfect, art a Coward, and there- 
fore below my Sword She, my Wife, 
brought me hither ; made the Appointment to 
expoſe you, and I have heard all your baſe De- 
ſigns. What, could nothing leſs than the Ruin 
of my whole Family gratify your vicious Appe- 
tite? Firſt debauch her Niece, court my Siſter, 
and then attempt to force my Wife. A 
hopeful Friend indeed ! a be” 

. Haz. Horrible ! 
Lov. Prodigious! _ | 
Rut h. How ready they are to fly at a Mi- 

ſtake — But they ſhan't put me out of 

Countenance. Come, come, Sir Francis is not 
the Man you take him for- ; 
Har. But he's the Man you took him for, it 


ſeems. 3 2:9 
Lord Abſ. Did +I deſerve the Character you 
gave me, I were not fit to live, but ought. to be 
the general Mark to all Mankind, like the blown 
Deer, left to the Hunter's Rage. ——- *Sdeath, 
thou art ſo mean an Object, my Rage ſickens at 
the Sight of thee, and my Revenge grows Calm, 
when I bur think how much thou art below my 
Anger. What Honour can be gain'd to Stab 
a poor defenceleſs Wretch, that has not Courage 
to guard his Vices, nor himſelt. CE . 
Lady Abſ. You ought to be deſpis d by every 
body; caſt out from Human Converſation, for a 
falſe Friend, a lewd Debauchee, an Enemy to Vir- 
tue What Enconragement did I cer give, by 


which you might hope to obtain your wicked 
Ends? 
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Ends? —— What looſe Behaviour have you 


found in me, thou worthleſs Creature? Speak if 


thou can fl. | 3 
Sir Fran. In what Confuſion has ſhe plung'd 


me ! —— No way left to make the leaſt Ex- 
cuſe. L [ Afrde. 


Lady Abſ. 1 beg your Pardon, my Lord, for 
the Uneaſineſs I have occaſion'd you; but you 
muſt now believe I meant no Ill; for all that I 
deſign'd was only to raiſe. your Jealouſy, by which 


means I hop'd to cure your Abſent, Indolent, Un- 


thinking Temper, expoſe a Villain, and prevent 
the Ruin of your Family.—— It ſtartles me to 
think what Hazards I have run; for had I not 
prevail'd on you to meet him here with me in 
the Dark, and given me that Opportunity to lay 


him open to your View, I might have forfeited 


| =o. 8 WS... 0... os 
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your Efteem for ever, which I value more than 
all Things under Heaven. FE 
Lord Abſ. I'm ſatisfy'd, my Dear; I bluſh to 
think how negligent, how careleſs I have be- 
hav'd to thee: A Provocation one leſs Virtuous, 
would have taken the Advantage of, and thought 
it a Reaſon for Revenge. But I am bleſs'd 
in thee, happy in one ſo Generous, who could 
thus both forgive and guard me from ſo vile a 
Monſter.— How has my Reaſon ſlept ! Where 
has my Judgment been! Did I not know him ? 
—— | can't forgive my ſelf. — How could I be 


Iſo ſtupid as to think a Vicious Man could make a 


Friend ! | 
Ruth. Inſufferably rude, to abvſe poor Sir Fran- 

cis thus. I can't bear = LAſide. 
KE Lord Abſ. 
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Lord Abſ. 1 entreat, my Love, you won't leſ- 
ſen your Eſtcem for me, tho' I own you have 
ſome Canſe to think too meanly of me: But let 
it be forgat, thou beſt of Wives, and I'll attone 
for all that's paſt, with Love, with Tenderneſs, 


and a continual Study how to pleaſe you. | 
Lady Abſ. No more, my Lord, my Heart is 


full of Joy, and I have all that I would ask in 
you. With what Delight ſhall l obey 
© when you command, live bleſs'd with Smiles; 
© No ſhocking Hand to interpoſe between the 
© Repetition of our mutual Vows; but Hours, 
© Pays and Years ſhall glide away, in one con- 
© tinu'd Courſe of Conſtancy and Love. 


Sir Fran. I may retire without Ceremony, for 


I don't perceive I have any further Buſineſs 
here. | | Going. 
Har. You'll take Mrs. Rath with ou, Sir 


Francs, 


ctions. . 
Lev. My Lord, you ought to make him do 
her Juſtice. | 
Lord Abj. I intend it. [Goes to Sir Francis.} 
Hark'e, Sir, you have wrong'd her Ladiſhip's 
Niece, and muſt make her Satisfaction, that is, 
marry her. Jo 
Sir Fran. How, my Lord, marry her! I beg 
you'd excuſe me. | 
Lord Abſ. My Honour's concern'd, and I ſhan't 
put it up. The Injury's done in my Houſe, and 
F gave you the Opportunity to affront her, by 
introducing yon here; therefore 1 expect you 


repair her loſt Reputation, and redreſs the 


Wrong you have done her and me. | 
Har. It's 


Ruth. That he can, without your Inſtru- 


pa 
7 
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H. It's a Debt of Honour, and you ought t 


pay it. | 
Sir Fran. | have brought myſelf into a very 


pretty Dilemma, faith. 


Lord Abſ. It's in vain to trifle. 


Sir Fran. I'll make her a handſome settlement; 3 


let that ſuff ce. 

Lord Abſ. *Sdeath, d'you think to have a kept 
Miſtreſs out of my Family : ? 

Ruth. Have a little Patience, my Lord, I know 
he eſteems me, and will conſent. Won't you, 
Sir Fancis? 

Har. How can you be ſo cruel to one that has 


been ſo very kind to you:? Pray, was 
not l to have a Settlement too? 
Sir Fran. Pox of her flee ring. [ Aſide. 


Lady Abſ. And I bleſs'd with your | ſweet Per- 
ſon ? "But now all Hopes are lo{t, it is but rea- 
ſonable I ſhould return your honourable Pre- 


Jour --- ' [Gives him the Picture and Ring. 


Har. That's always done, when the Courtſhip 


does not ſucceed. 


Lord Abſ. Are you determin'd ? 

Sir Fran. Would [were a hunder'd Leagues at 
Sea in a Storm, or any where, ſo I were but out 
of his Clutches. Laſide. Give me but a Day or 
two to conlider of it. 

Lord Abſ. Not a Quarter of an Hour, 

Sir Fran. Damn'd hard ! 


That 1 1 


had but Courage enough to fight him now. 


LAſide. 
Lord Abſ. The potion muſt he ſwallow'd. 
Ruth. Be perſwaded to lay aſide the Stumb- 
ling block that D to you fo very difficult 
2 
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to paſs over; and be ſteadfaſtly aſſur'd I. ſhall 5. 

not occaſion you to Repent. me 

Sir Fran. But Deſpair you will, without Hopes thi 

of Redemption. - 2 mai 

Ruth. I ſhall endeavour to pleaſe you with ſi n- and 

cere Humility. - | In 

Har. You have had the Pleaſure of a Miſtreſs, kno 

and ought to be content with the Mortification, Mip 

a Wife. ” X "i 

| Lov. He has begun at the wrong End of the upr. 
Entertainment, and eat the Deſart firſt; that L 

may have pall d his Appetite. | TIES, wha 

Lady Abſ. No, no, every Thing fits well upon H 

his Stomach ; he has a quick Digeſtion ; Nothing me. 

comes amiſs to him but Matrimony. . 

Har. I dare ſwear, by that out of Humour | ceive 

l Look, Variety would be more pleaſing to him, Lo 
1 than the ſame Diſh over and over again. hand 
3 Sir Fran. Why your Ladiſhip would not bate Lo 
5 en? 3 his O 
4; Har. Only chaſtiſe you till you mend. Ch 
i Lord Abſ. Your Anſwer.— a *Tis in vain to in Co 
5 Prevaricate. Are you reſolv' d? 1 who 
il Sir Fran. Why a Plague on't—— What ſhall Miſtr 
1 I do? Well, fince you are ſo much out of Hu- pray 
1 mour— That I ſhould fall into this Whirl- Forma 
bl ool ! Well, you ſay it muſt be ſo. Helpi 
! Lord Abſ. And you muſt declare you volunta- own \ 
i rily take her for your Wife, before all this Com- Laa 
x pany, that you may have no Pretence to part Lor 
j with her hercafter. LAſide. very t 

| Sir Fran. 
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Sir Fran. Oh, by all means. Gentle- 

men and Ladies, I do frankly declare, that I take 

this Gentlewoman to be'my Wife, without any 
manner of Compulſion: That ſhe. is my free 
and voluntary Choice, and think my ſelf bleſs'd 
in ſo virtuous and diſcreet a Woman, and ac- 
knowledge the Obligation I lye under to his Lord- 

Mip for all his Favours. 

Ruth. Now you are an honeſt, a juſt, and an 

upright Man indeed, Sir Francis. 

Lady Abſ. Uſe her kindly, and I may forget 
what s paſt. | 

Har. And I pardon your intended Injury to 
me. ? 

Tord Abſ. And I not only forgive you, but re- 
ceive you with Reſpet. | i. 
Lov. It's but reaſonable, when he attones ſo 

handſomely for his Faults. * 

Lord Abſ. My Chaplain ſhall give you a Caſt of 
his Office preſently. 

Sir Fran. There's one Comfort, I ſhall be kept 
in Countenance by the major Part of the World, 
who have either, like me, marry'd their own 
Miſtreſſes, or ſome Body's elſe. But 
pray give me leave, after all, to return Mrs. 
Forward thanks, ſhe would fain have lent her 
Helping Hand, but I, like a Fool, muſt travel my 
own Way, and deſpiſe an Experienc'd Guide: 

. Lady Abſ. How ! 


Lord Abſ. She wanted to be making a Diſco- 


yery to me. 


Har . And | 
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Har. And would fain have open'd your Ladi- 
ſhip's Secrets to me, ſuppoſing you had an In- 
trigne with Sir Francis. | | 

Lady Abſ. Very well, Mrs Forward, pray leave 
my Houſe. | 


Forw. The Devil take dem all. 21+ DE we 


Lord Abſ. You ſee. Harriet, how hard it is to 


judge Right, and you might, perhaps, have 
made a wrong Choice, all Mankind being indif- 


ferent to you: Therefore, if you'l take my 


£ dvice, Id perſwade you to receive Mr Lovell's 
Addreſſes. A Title may be bought, but Honour 


muſt he in Nature, and born with a Man. I have 


long known him; his Virtues fit eaſy upon 


him, and are not affected: He's Generous, 
without Prodigality; loves Pleaſure, yet not 
Vicious; good Natur'd, and a Man of Senſe : I 
recommend him, as the Perſon that would make 
you moſt Happy, and one I ſhould be glad to 


fee your Husband. | 


Lady Alſ I think my Lord has given him the 
Character he deſerves. 
Lov. I am highly oblig'd to you both thus 


to engage in my Behalf; and would your Ladi- 


ſhip- x | 

| So Pho, pho, no long Speeches; I know 
What you would ſay. My Lord has given his 
Approbation, and you want my Conſent. 
Well, I helieve I may, in a ſhort Time, venture 
to play the Fool, and do what can't be undone, 
if you don't give me Occaſion to change my 
Mind. — 


Lord Ab. 


5 The Artfal Wife. =. 
Lord Abſ. Then 'tis a Match, and I'll un- 
dertake for his good Behaviour. And now, my 
Dear, I ſhall always hold it as a true Maxim, 


1 


Virtue in Women in a marry d Life, 

Alone prevents, or heals Domeſtick Strife; 
 Whateer the Husband be, fhe muſt defend 

His, and her Honour, from the faithleſs Friend. 
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